_— $ © 3 


As it is PERFORMING at the 


|THEATRES 


| | LONDON and DUBLIN. 


WairrEN BY Six JOHN VANBRUGH. 


LESS: 


\ Printed for THOMAS Ricuey, at Euclids-Head, 
| in Dame-ſtreet, oppoſite Crow-ftreet, 


MDCc LXIII. 


8 
— Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 
Es oe, Mr. Moss or. 
Learcns, Mr. Verne. 


Sir PoLYyporus HoGsTYe, Mr. JerrgRsoN. 


Bzav, Mr. O*Bz1ex. 

Quaixr, Mr. Rxokx. 

Roc BR, . Mr. Waxes. 

Firſt TxzapesMaAn, Mr. SHEPHERD. 

Second TrRaDESMAN, Mr. Rypex. 

Oxonces, Mr. DexTEx. 

WOMEN. 

EernzOxIA Mrs. IETER SOU. 

Doris, Mrs. ABIN GTO. 

HoxTENS1a, Mrs. Bux Dex. 


SERVANTS. &c- 


ASOP. 


eri SCENE L 


Learchu;'s Houſe. 
Enter Learchus, Euphonia, and Doris. 
Lear. T length I am bleſt with the ſight of the 
World's Wonder, the Delight of Man- 
kind, the incomparable Tes. You had 


time to obſerve him laſt Night, Daughter, as he fat at 
Supper with me. Tell me how you like him, Child; is 
he not a charming Perſon? 

Euph. Charming! 

Lear. What lay'ſt thee to him, Doris? Thou arta 
good Judge, a Wench of a nice Palate. 

Dar. You wou'd not have me flatter, Sit? 

Lear. No, ſpeak thy Thoughts boldly. 

Dor. Boldly, you ſay? + 

Bear. Boldly, I fay. 

Dor. Why then, Sir, my Opinion of the Gentleman 
is, that he's uglier than an old Beau. 

Lear, How ! Impudence. 

Dor. Nay, if you are angry, Sir, ſecond Thoughts are 
belt ; he's as proper as a Pike-man, holds up his Head 
like a Dancing-Maſter, has the Shape of a Barb, the Face 


of an Angel, the Voice of a Cherubim, the Smell of a 
Civet Cat | 


A2 | Lear. 
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Der. Excuſe me for that, Sir, I have Wit enough to 


make my ſelf merry with him 
Lear. If his Body's deform'd, his Soul is beautiful : 
Wou'd to kind Heaven, as he is, my Daughter cou'd but 
find the means to pleaſe him. 
Enuph. To what end, dear Father? 
Lear. That he might be your Huſband, dear Daughter. 
Euph. My Huſband ? Shield me kind Heaven 
Dor. Pſha! he has a mind to make us laugh, that's all. 
Lear. X#ſip then is not worth her Care, in thy Opinion. 
Dor. Why truly, Sir, I'm always for making ſuitable 
Matches, and don't much approve of breeding Monſters. 
I wou'd have nothing marry a Baboon, but what has been 
got by a Monkey. 
Tear. How dar'ſt thou liken ſo incomparable a Man to 
ſo contemptible a Beaſt? | 
Dor. Ah, the Inconſtancy of this World! Out of fight, 
out of mind. Your little Monkey is ſcarce cold in his 
Grave, and you have already forgot what you us'd fo 
much to admire : Do but call him to remembrance, Sir, 
in his red Coat, new Gloves, little Hat, and clean Linen; 
then diſcharge your Conſcience, utter the Truth from 
your Heart, and tell us whether he was not the prettier 
Gentleman of the two— By wy Virginity, Sir (tho' that's 
but a ſlippery Oath, you'll fag) had they made Jove to 
me together, A/op ſhould have worn the Willow. 
Lear. Since nothing but an Animal will pleaſe thee, 'tis 
pity my Monkey had not the Virginity thou haſt ſworn 
by. But l, whom Wildom charms, even in the home- 
lieſt Dreſs, can never think the much-deſerving Z/op un- 
worthy of my Daughter. 
Dor. Now, in the Name of Wonder, what is't you fo 
admire in him ? 
Lear. Hark, and thou ſhalt know ; but you, Euphronia, 
Be you more eſpecially attentive. 
,Tis true he's plain; but that's, my Girl, a Trifle. 
All manly Beauty's ſeated in the Soul; 
And that of A ſep, Envy's ſelf muſt own 
Outſhines whate'er the World has yet produc'd. 
Creſus, the proſperous Favourite of Heaven; 


Creſus, 
1 ; 
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Cas, the happieſt Potentate on Earth; 

ooh Treaſure (tho' immenſe) is the leaft part 

Of what he holds from Providence's Care, 

Leans on his Shoulder as his grand Support. 

Admires his Wiſdom, doats upon his Truth, ” 

And makes him Pilot to Imperial Sway. 

But in this elevated Poſt of Power, 

What's his Employ ? Where does he point his Thoughts ? 
To live in Splendor, Luxury, and Eaſe, 
Do endleſs Miſchiefs, by neglecting Good, 
And build his Family on others Ruins ? 
No: 

He ſerves the Prince, and ſerves the People too; 

Is uſeful to the Rich and helps the Poor ; 

There's nothing ſtands neglected, but himſelf. 

With conſtant Pain, and yet with conſtant Joy, 

From Place to Place throughout the Realm he goes, 

With uſeful Leſſons, form'd to every Rank: 

The People learn Obedience from his Tongue, 

The Magiltrate is guided in Command, 

The Prince is 2 of a Father's Care; 

The SubjeQ's taught the Duty of a Child. 

And as tis dangerous to be bold with Truth, 

He often calls = Fable to his Aid, 

Where under abje& Names of Beaſts and Birds, 

Virtue ſhines out, and Vice is cloth'd in Shame. 

And thus by inoffenſive Wiſdom's Force, 

He conquers Folly whereſoe er he moves: 

This is his Portraite. 

Der. A very good Picture of a very ill Face! 

Lear. Well, Daughter; what, not a word? Is it poſ- 
ible any Thing that I am Father of can be untouch'd 
with ſo much Merit? 

Euph. My Duty may make all things pollible : But 
Æſep is fo ugly, Sir, 

Lear. His Soul has ſo much Beauty in't, your Reaſon 
ought to blind your Eyes: Beſides, my Interell is con- 
cern'd ; his Power alarms me. | know throughout the 
Kingdom he's the Scourge of evil Magiltrates, turns our 
Governors when they turn Tyrants, bieaks Oilicers for 

ſe Maſters ; excludes Judges from giving Sentence, 
when they have been abient during the Tryal ; hangs 
A 3 Lawyers 
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Lawyers when they take Fees on both ſides; ſorbids Phy- 
ficians to take Money of thoſe they don't cure. Tis — | 


my Innocence ought to baniſh my Fears: But my Go. 


vernment, Child, is too delicious a Morſel, not to ſet many 
a frail Houth a watering : Who knows what Accuſations 
Envy may produce ? But all wou'd be fecure, if thou 
could'ſt touch the Heart of Z/op. Let me blow up thy 
Ambition, Girl ; the fire of that will make thy Eyes ſparkle 
at him. (She ſighs.) — What's that Sigh for now? Ha! 
A young Huſband, by my Conſcience :' Ah, Daughter, 
had'ſt thou a young Huſband, he'd make thee ſigh indeed. 
Fl] tell thee what he's compos'd of, He has a Wig full 
of Pulvilio, 'a Pocket full of Dice, a Heart full of Prea- 
ſon, a Mouth full of Lies, a Belly full of Drink, a Car- 
caſs full of Plaſters, a Tail full of Pox, and a Head full 
of - nothing. There's his Picture; wear it at thy Heart 
if thou can'ſt. But here comes one of greater Worth. 
Enter Æſop. 

Lear. Good morning to my noble Lord ; your Excel- 
lency— 

Aſop. Softly, good Governor: I'm a poor Wanderer 
from place to place ; too weak to train the weight of 


Grandeur with me? The name of Excellency's not for 


me. | 
Lear. My noble Lord; tis due to your Employ ; your 
Predeceſſors all 
hep My Predeceſſors all deſerv'd it, Sir, they were 
great Men in Wiſdom, Birth, and Service; whilſt I, a 
— unknown, decrepit Wretch, mounted aloft for 
ortune's Paſtime, expect each moment to conglude the 
Farce, by ſinking to che Mud from whence I ſprung. 
Lear. Great Cre/us's Gratitude will ſtill ſupport you; 
his Coffers all are open to your Will, your future For- 
tune's wholly in your power. | | | 
Aſop. But tis a Power that I ſhall ne'er employ. 
Lear. Why fo, my Lord? 
AMſop. Tl tell you, Sir. 
A hungry Goat, vhs bad not eat 
Some Nights and Days ( for 2vant of Meat) 
Was kindly brought at laſt, 
By Previdence's Care, 
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To better Cheer, I. 
After a more than penitential Faſt. 
He found a Barn ell flor'd with Grain, 
To enter in requir'd ſome Pain ; 
But a delicious Bait 
Makes the way eafy, übe the Paſs is flrait. 
Our Gueſt ob ſer vi ng various Meats, 
Hle put on a ge madiſh Face, 
He takes bis Place, 
He ne er ſays Grace, 
But where be likes, be there falls to and eats. 
At length with jaded Teeth and Faws, 
Hie made a Papſe, 
And finding flill ſome room, 
Fell to as be had done before, 
For time to come laid in his Store; 
And when his Guts cou'd hold no more, 
He thought of going home. 
But here he met the Glutton's Curſe ; 
He found his Belly grown ſo great, 
Twas wain to think of a Retreat, 
Till he had render'd all be ad eat, 
And well be far d no worſe. 


To the Application, Governor. 
Lear. Tis eaſy to be made, my Lord. 
£Eſep. I'm glad on't. Truth can never be too clear. 


(Seeing Euph.] Is this young Damſel your fair Daughter, 
Lear. 'Tis my Daughter, my good Lord: Fair too, 


if ſhe appears ſuch in the Eyes of the unerring Æſep. 


Aſop. [going up to ſalute her.] I never ſaw fo beautiful 


a Creature. 


auch afide.] Now's the time; kiſs, ſoft Girl, and fire 
2 [gazing at ber.] How partial's Nature twixt her 


Form and mine 


Lear. [aſide.] Look, look, look, how he gazes at her! 


F —Cwpid's hard at work, I ſee that already. Slap; there 
de hits him if the Wench would do her part. But ſee, 
how the perverſe young Baggage ſtands biting her 


Thumbs, and won't give him one kind Glancz— Ah the 
ſullen 
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ſullen Jade ! Had it been a handſome ſtrong Dog of five 
and twenty, ſhe'd a falbn a coquetting on't, with ever 
Inch about her. But may be it's I that ſpoil Sport, I 
make a pretence to leave them together. Will your Lord- 
ſhip pleaſe to drink any Coffee this Morning? 
Aſop. With all my heart, Governor. 
Lear. Your Lordſhip will give me leave to go and or- 
der it myſelf ; for unleſs I am by, tis never perſeR. 
Aſop. Provided you leave me this fair Maid in Hoſtage 
for your Return, I conſent. | | 
Lear. My good Lord does my Daughter too much 
ALB the Wench wou'd bot do h 72 
Ah that the Wench wou'd but do her part (Aide, going of. 
Fark you, Huſſy— [Turning back to 2 
Lou can give yourſelf Airs ſometimes, you know you 
can. Do you remember what work you made with your- 
ſelf at Church t'other day? Play your Tricks over again 
once more for my pleaſure, and let me have a good ac- 
count of this Stateſman, or, d'ye hear? — Lou thall die 
a Maid ; 7 chew upon that; go. (Exit Lear. 
AZſop. Here I am left, fair Damſel, too much expos'd 
to your Charms, not to fall your Victim. 
Euph. Your Fall will then be due to your own Weak- 
neſs, Sir; for Heaven's my Witneſs, I neither endeavour 
nor wiſh to wound you. 
Aſop. 1 underſtand you, Lady z, your Heart's already 
diſpos'd of, tis ſeldom otherways at your Age. 
© Euph. My Heart diſpos'd of! 
Dor. Nay, never mince the matter, Madam. The 
Gentleman looks like a civil Gentleman, e'en confeſs the 
Truth to him: He has a good Intexeſt with your Father, 
and no doubt will employ it to break the Heatheniſh 
Match he propoſes to you. 
To Aſop. Yes. Sir, my young Lady has been in love 
_ theſe two years, and that with as pretty a Fellow as ever 
_ entered a Virgin's Heart; tall, ſtrait, young, vigorous, 
ood Cloathes, long Perriwig, clean Linen ; in briet, he 
as every thing that's neceſſary to ſet a young Lady a 
longing. and to ſtay it when he has done: But her Fa- 
ther, whote Ambition makes him turn Fool in his old 
Age, comes with a back Streke upon us, and ſpoils all 
our Sport. Wou'd you believe it, Sir! He has propos'd 
| to 
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her 19-day the moſt confounded ugly Fellow : Look, 
if the ver oughts of him don't 2 the poor thing a 
And you, Sir, have ſo much power with the old 
Gentleman, that one word from you would ſet us all 
icht again, If he will have her a Wife, in the name 

Venus let him provide her a handſome Huſband, and 
not throw her into the Paws of a thing that Nature in a 
merry Humour has made half Man, half Monkey. 

A/op. Pray what's this Monſter's Name, Lady ? 

Euph. No matter for his Name, Sir, my Father will 
know who you mean at firſt word. 

Aſp. But you ſhou'd not always chuſe by the Outſide 
alone; believe me, fair Damſel, a fine Perriwig keeps 
many a Fool's Head from the Weather : have a care of 
your young Gallant. 

Dor. There's no Danger, I have examin'd him ; his 
Inſide's as good as his out; I fay he has Wit, and Ithink 


'T know. 


Eupb. Nay, ſhe ſays true; he's even a Miracle of Wit 
— Beauty: Did you but ſee him, you'd be yourſelf my 

ival. 

bop. Then you are reſolv'd againſt the Monſter. 

Dor. Fy, Sir, fy, I wonder you'll put her in mind of 
that foul frightful thing: We fhall have her dream of no- 
thing all night but Bats and Owls, and Toads and Hedg- 
hogs, and then we ſhall have ſuch a ſqueaking and ſqual- 
ling with her, the whole Houſe will be in an Uproar : 
Therefore, pray Sir, name him no more, but uſe your 
Intereſt with her Father that ſhe may never hear of him 
again. | 

Æſop. But if I ſhould be fo generous to ſave you from 
the old Gallant, what ſhall I (ay for your young one? 

Euph. O, Sir, you may venture to enlarge upon his 
ons : you need not fear ſaying too much in his 

raiſe. ; 

Dor. And pray, Sir, be as copious upon the Deſects 
of Yother ; you need not fear out running the Text there 
neither, ſay the worſt you can. | 


Euph. You may ſay the firſt is the moſt graceful Man 
that Aa ever brought forth. 


Der. And you may ſay the latter is the moſt deform'd 
that Copulation ever produc'd. 
Euph. 
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Eupb. Tell him that Oronces (for that is his dear Name) 
has all the Virtues that compoſe a perfect Hero. 
Dor. And tell him that Pigmy has all the Vices that go 
to equip an Attorney. 

Euph. That to one I could be true to the laſt moment 
of my Life. | 

Dor. That for other ſhe'd cuckold him the very day of 
her Marriage. 

This Sir, in few words, is the Theme you are defir'd 
to preach upon. 

sp. I never yet had one that furniſh'd me with more 
matter, Enter Servant. 

Ser. My Lord, there's a Lady below deſires to fpeak 
with your Honour. ' 

b. What Lady? 


Ser. It's my Lady— my Lady To Doris.] The Lady 


there, the wiſe Lady, the great Scholar, that no body 
can underſtand. 

Dor. O ho, is it ſhe ? Pray let's withdraw, and ob- 
lige her, Madam; ſhe's ready to ſwoon at the inſipid 
fight of one of her own Sex. 

Euph. You'll excuſe us, Sir, we leave you to wiſer 
Company. | — Euph. and Dor. 
Enter Hortenſia. 

Hort. The Deeſs, who from Atropos s Breaſt preſerves 
the Names of Heroes and their Actions, proclaims your 
Fame throughout this mighty Orb, and 

Afop. (afide.) Shield me, my Stars! what have you 
ſent me here ? For pity's ſake. good Lady, be more hu- 
mane: My Capacity is too heavy to mount to your Stile: 
If you wou'd have me know what you mean, pleaſe to 
come down to my Underſtanding. 

Hort. I've ſomething in my os ſoars too high 
For vulgar Flight, I own ; 

But Z/op's Sphere muſt needs be within Call; 

LE ſep and | may ſure converſe together: 

I know he's modeſt, but I likewiſe know, 

His IatelleQs are categorical. | 

Aſop. Now, by my Faith, Lady, I don't know what 
Intellect is; and methinks categorical ſounds as if you 
call'd me Names. Pray ſpeak that you may be under- 
ſtood ; Language was defign'd for it, indeed it was. 


MP, JS Y ©” I T9 n.IN.Y > ks 


Hort. 


—— 
— 


Degas n 


- CF te s 


LY 


e | It 


Hort. 22 in vulgar Phraſe we talk ; 
But when of Z/op we muſt ſpeak, 
The Theme's too lofty for an humble Stile: 
Eſe⸗ is ſure no common Character. 

e. No, truly, I am ſomething particular. Yet, if 
I am not miſtaken, what I have extraordinary about me, þ 
may be deſcrib'd in very homely Language. Here was 
z young Gentlewoman but 7 now pencil'd me out to 
12 I thought, and yet I vow to God the learned ſt 
word I heard her make uſe of, was Monſter. 

Hort. That was a Woman, Sir, a very Woman ; her 
| Cogitations all were on the ontward Man: 

But I ſtrike deeper, tis the Mind I view. 
be Soul's the worthy Object of my Cate; 
The Soul, the Sample of Divinity, that glorious 
| Rayof Heavenly Light. The Soul, that aweful 

Throne of Thought, that ſacred Seat of Contemplation, 
| The Soul, that noble Source of Wiſdom, 
That Fountain of Comfort, 
That Spring of Joy, that happy Token of eternal 
| Life ; the Soul, that 

ep. Pray, Lady, are you married? 


I. Why chat Queſtion, Sir ? 

I es. Only that 1 might wait upon your Huſband to 
wiſh him Joy. 

- Hirt. Wien People of my Compoſition would mar- 


n, they firſt find ſomething of their own Species to joi 
| vith; I never could reſolve to take a thing of — — 
Fabrick to my Bed, left, when his Brutith Inclinations 
1 prompt him, he ſhou'd make me Mother to a Form like 


Ae. Methinks a Lady ſo extremely nice, ſhould be 
nuch at a loſs who to converſe with. |; 

Hort. J keep my Chamber, and converſe with myſelf ; 
tis better being alone, than to miſ-ally one's Converſation : 
' Men are ſcandalous, and Women are inſipid, 

Diſcourſe without Figure makes me ſick at my Soul: 

0 the Charms of a etaphor! 
at What Harmony there is in the words of Erudition ; 
_” The Mufick of them is inimaginable. 


r- | 4p. Will you hear a Fable, Lady? 
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Hert. Willingly, Sir, the Apologue pleaſes 

the Application of it is juft. I 
Efop. It is, Fil anſwer for it. 


one) 
ſung like others of her kind, 
Hearing a weli-taught Linnet's Airs, 
Had other matters in ber mind, 
To many wr econ. wy 
Her Fancy ſtrait was en : 
IT fly, ty " 


From nn 
She ſpoil d her Voice, ſbe frain d her Throat : 
She did, as learned Women do, 


Ven d run away from her as I from you. ; 
(Exit Afop running. 
: Hortenſia fo/a. 
How groſly does this poor World ſuffer itſelf to be im- 
d upon? Zſep, a Man of Senſe—Ha! ha ! ha! ha! 

! Alas, r Wretch : I ſhou'd not have known him 
but by his Deformiry, his SouP's as nauſeous to my Under- 
ſtanding, as his odious Body to my Senſe of Feeling. Well, 

"Mong ft all the Wits that are allow'd to ſhine, | 

Methinks there's nothing 

Care I was ſent the | t adorn ; 

What Star, I know not, rul d when I was born, Þþ 
But every thing, beſides myſelf, 1 my Scorn. (Exit. 


approaches mine 
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ACT. Il. 


Exter Euphronia and Doris. 
Hat in the name of Jove's the matter with you? 
| Speak, tor Heaven's lake. Eupb. 


Der. 
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Oh! what ſhall I do? Dort, I'm undone. 


What, raviſh'd-? 
No, ten times worſe! Ten times worſe ! Un- 


. No, no; worſe ſtill; worſe than all that. 
. Nay, then it's bad indeed. ¶ Doris unlaces her. 
; — , | 
Zusb. So; it's going over. 
Dior. Courage, puck up your Spirits : Well ; now 

what's the matter? % 
Know that— 


Dor. Like — ſpeak : What has he done ? That 

ugly ill-boding 2 

. Why inſtead of keeping his Promiſe, and ſpeak, 

ing for Ovences ; he has not ſaid one Word, but what has 

been for himſelf. And by my Father's Order, before to- 

morrow Noon he's to marry me. 

Dor. He marty you ! ——— 

4p Am lin the wrong to be in this Deſpair ? Tell 

orgy, if I am to blame? 

o blame? No, by my troth. That ugly, old, 

piece of Vermin: That melancholy Mixture 
of Impotence and Deſire : Does his Mouth ftand to a 

young Partridge : Ah the old Goat. And your Father! 

| He downright doats at laſt then. 

Eupb. Ah, Doris; what a Huſband does he give me? 


| And what a Lover does he rob me of? Thou know'ſt end =” 


both Al think of Oronces, and think of _Z/op. 

Dor. [Spitting. ] A foul Monſter. And yet now ü 
think. on't, I m almoſt as angry at other too: Methinks 
be makes but a ſlow Voyage on't for a Man in Love: Lis 
now above two Months ſince he went to Leſbos, to pack 
up the old Bones of his dead Father; ſure he might have 
* a little more haſte. 

Enter Oronces. 
eb. Oh! my Heart; what do I fee? 
Der. Talk of the Devil, and he's at your Elbow. 
. and leaps about his Neck 
run: 0 
B Euph. 
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Zupb. Why won'd you ſtay fo long from me? 

Oron. "Twas not my Fault indeed; the Winds — 

Dor. The Winds! Will the Winds blow you your 
Miſtreſs-2gain ? We have had Winds too, and Waves 
into the Bargain, Storms and Tempeſts, 'Sea-Monfters 
and the Devil and all. She ſtruggled as long as the cou'd, 
but a Woman can do no more than ſhe can do; when 
her Breath was gone, down ſhe ſunk. 

Oron. What's the meaning of all this ? 

Dor. There's meaning and mumping too: Your Miſ- 
treſs is married; that's all. 

Oren. Death and wg? 

Euph. (clinging about bim.] Don't you frighten him 
too much neither, -Doris, No, my Dear, re not yet 
executed, tho' Pm ne. 

Oron. Condemn'd ? To what? Speak! Quick! 

Dor. To be married. * 

Oren. Married? When? How? Where? To what? 
To whom? 

Dor. Ajop, Aſop, ᷑ſep, Xfop, Ehe 

Oron. Fiends and SpeQtres ! What! That piece of De- 
formity ! That Monſter ! That Crump ! | 

Dor. The ſame, Sir, the ſame. I find he knows him. 
You might have come home ſooner. 

Oren. Dear Euphronia, eaſe me from my Pain. 

Swear that you neither have nor will conſent. 
I know this comes from your ambitious Father; 
But you're too generous, too true to leave me : 
Millions of Kingdoms ne'er wou'd ſhake my Faith, 
And I believe your Conftancy as firm. 

Eupb. You do me Juſtice, you ſhall find you do: For 
Racks and Tortures, Crowns and Scepters joia'd, ſhall 
neither fright me from my Truth, nor tempt me to be 
falſe. On this you may depend. | 

Dor. Wou'd to the Lord you wou'd find ſome other 
Place co make your fine Speeches in. Don't you know 
that your dear friend AZ/ep's coming to receive his Vilits 
here? In this great downy Chair, your pretty litile Huſ- 
band Ele& is to fit and hear all the Complaints of the 
Town: One of Wiſdom's chief Recompences, being to 
be conſtantly troubled with the Buſineſs of Fools. Pray, 
Madam, will you take the Gentleman by the —_ 
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him. into Chamber ; and when you are there, 
—＋ whining, and ya and aghing, and wiſhing 
e.] If he had not been more modeſt than wiſe, 


be _ have ſet ſuch a Mark upon the Goods before 
now, that ne'er a Merchant of em all wou'd have bought 


em out of his Hands. But young Fellows are always in 


the wrong: Either ſo impudent they are nauſeous, or ſo 
modeſt they are uſeleis. Go, pray get you gone together. 

Eusb. But if my Father catch us, we are ruin d. 

Der. By my Confcience this Love will make us all turn 
Fools. Before your Father can open the Door, can't he 
fip down the Back- ſtairs ? Pm ſure he may, if you don't 
hold him; but that's the old Trade. Ah—Well, get 
you gone however— Hark--I hear the old Baboon cough ; 
away | [Ex. Oron. and Euph. running.] Here he comes 
with his ugly Beak beſore him. Ah---a. luſcious Bedtel- 
low, by my troth | f 

| Enter Learchus and ÆEſop. 
Lear. Well, Dorit; what News from my Daughter? 


f $1; he prudent ? 


Dor. Yes, very prudent. 

Lear. What ſays ſhe? What does ſhe do? 

Der. Do? What ſhou'd ſhe do? Tears her Cornet; 
bites her Thumbs; throws ber Fan in the Fire; thinks 
its dark Night at Noon-day ; dreams of Monſters and 
Hobgoblins ; raves in her Sleep of forc'd Marriage and 
Cuckoldom : Cries, Avaunt Deformity; then wakens a 
ſudden, with fifty Arguments at her Fingers-ends, to 
prove the Lawfulneſs ot a Rebellion in a Child, when a 
Parent turns Tyrant. 

Lear, Very fine | but all this ſhan't ſerve her turn. I 
have ſaid the Word, and will be obey'd—— My Lord 
does her honour. 

Dor. [aſide.] Yes, and that's all he can do to her. [To 
Lear.) But I can't blame the Gentleman after all ; he 
loves my Miſtreſs, becauſe ſhe's handſome ; and ſhe hates 
him, becauſe he's ugly. I never ſaw two People more in 
the right in my Life. [To E op.] You'll pardon me, Sir, 


Ta ſome what tree. 


Zſop. Why, a Ceremony wou'd but take up time. 
But, Governor, methinks 1 have an admirable Advocate 
about your Daughter. 

Fo | Lear. 
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Lear. Out of the Room, Impudence : be gone, 1 ſay. 
Dor. So | will : But you'll be as much in the wrong 


when I'm gone, as when I'm here. And your Con- 
ſcience, I hope, will talk as pertly to you as I can de. 

Eſep. If ſhe treats me thus before my Face, I may con- 
clude Pm finely handled behind my Back. 

Dor. I fay the Truth here; and 1 can ſay no worſe 
any where. [Exit Doris. 

Lear. I hope your Lordſhip won't be concern'd at 
what this pratling Wench bleats out ; my Daughter will 
be govern'd, ſhe's bred up to Obedience. There may 
be ſome ſmall Difficulty in weaning her from her youn 
Lover: But 'twont be the firſt time ſhe has been wean 
from a Breaſt, my Lord. 

Zſop. Does ſhe love him fondly, Sit? 


Lear 


6. 


Lear. 


Aeg. 


Lear. 


222 
Lear. 
Ajop. 
Lear. 
Aſop. 


Lear 


210. 


Lear 


Fooliſhly, my Lord. 
And he her? 

The ſame. 

Is he young ? 

Yes, and vigorous. 
Rich ? 

So, fo. 

Well-born ? 

He has good Blood in his Veins. 

Has he Wit ? 

He had, before he was in love. 

And handſome with all this ? 4 

Or elſe we ſhou'd not have half ſo much trou- 


ble with him. 3 

Asp. Why do you then make her quit him for me? 
All the World knows I am neither younge noble, nor 
rich: And as for my Beauty---Look you, Governor, I'm 
honeſt. - But when Children cry, they tell em AZ/op's a- 
cc ming. Pray, Sir, what is it makes you fo earneſt to 
force your Daughter ? 

Lear. Am l Ton to count for nothing the favour you 
are in at Court? Father-in-law to the great .es! What 
may not I aſpire to? My fooliſh Daughter perhaps 
mayn*t be ſo well pleas'd with't, but we wiſe Parents, 
uſually weigh our Children's Happineſs in the Scale of 
our own [nclinations. 

Aſop. 
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_ ſep. Well, Governor, let it be your Care then'to 
make her conſent. ; 


La. This Moment, my Lord, I reduce her either to 
Obedience, or to Duſt and Aſhes. [Exit Lear. 
Ae. Adieu. Now let in the People who come for 
Audience, [ZEſop fits in his Chair reading of Papers. 
Tuer two ordinary Tradeſmen. I 
1 Tre. There he is, Neighbour : Do but look at him. 
2 Tra. Ay; one may know him: He's well mark d. 
"7 hear me? What Title muſt we give him ? for if 
we fail in that point, d'ye ſee me, we never get our 
Buſineſs done. 3 love Titles almoſt as well as 
do Money, and that's a bold Word now. 
22 Why I think we had beſt call him, his Gran- 
deur 


2 Tra. That will do; thou haſt hit 2 Hold ſtill, 
let me ſpeak. May it pleaſe your Grandeur —— 
&/op. There I — = Friend, I have a weak 
Body that will ne'er be able to bear that Title. 
2 Tra. D'ye hear that, Neighbour ? What ſhall we call 
him now? 
1 Tra. Why, call him, call him, bis Excellency ; try 
what -=_ will do. TE 
2 Tra. May it pleaſe your Excellency ———- 
pep. ne A = Word, it takes up too much 
time in Bufineſs: Tell me what you'd have in tew Words. 
2 Tra. Neighbour, this Man will never give 
Ten thouſand Pounds to be made a Lord. 
But what ſhall I Gay to him now ? 
He puts me quite out of my play. 
1 Tra. Why cen talk to him as we do to one another. 
2 Tra. Shall I? Why fo Iwillthen. Hem! Neigh- 
bour ;. we want a new Governor, Neighbour. 
Ess. A new Governor, Friend ? 
- Tra. Av, Friend. | "RON 
£Efop. Why what's the matter with your old one? 
2 Tra. What's the matter? | | 
Why he grows rich ; that's the matter: 
And he that's rich can't be innocent; that's all. 
Aſep. Does he uſe any of you harſhly ? Or puniſh you 
without a Fault? | | 
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2 Tra. No, but he grows as rich as a Miſer; his Purſe 
is ſo cram d, it's ready to burſt again. 

hep. When 'tis full twill hold no more; a new Go. 
" vernor will have an empty one. 

2 Tra. Fore Gad, Neighbour, the little Gentleman's 
in the right ont. 

1 Tra. Why truly I don't know but he may: 

For now it comes in my Head, 

It coſt me more Money to fat my Hog, 
Than to keep him fat when he was fo. 
Pr'ythee tell him we'll keep our old Governor. 

2 Tra. I'll do't. Why, look you, Sir, d'ye ſee me ; 
having ſeriouſly conſider d of the matter, my Neighbour 
Hlebſon, and I here, we are content to jog on a little 
longer with him we have ; but if you'd do us another 
Courteſy; you might. 

Ehe. Whar's that, Friend? 

2 Tra. Why that's this: Our King Cræſis is a very 
good Prince, as a Man may ſay: But—a—but— Taxes 


are high, an't pleaſe you; and—-a —-poor Men want 
Money, d'ye ſee me: It's very hard, as we think, that 


the Poor ſhou'd work to maintain the Rich. If there 
were no Taxes, we ſhou'd do pretty well. 
1 Tra. Taxes indeed are very burdenſome. 
L£LEſop. I'll tell you a Story Countrymen. 
Once on a time, the Hands and Feet, 
As Mutineers, grew mighty great ; 
They met, caball d, and tall d of Treaſon, 
They ſwore by Jove they knew no Reaſon 


H was a damn'd notorious Cheat, 

They did the Work, and - Death and Hell, they'd eat. 
The Belly who ador'd good Chear, 

Had like i ba ve dy d away for Fear : 


The Belly ſhou'd have all the Meat, q 


What tis you are about to do; 

If I am ſlar ud, what will become of you # 
We neither know nor care, cry'd they, 

But this wwe will be bo.d to ſuy, 

We'll fee you damn d 

Before we l. work, 


And you receive the Pay. 


Q Be, good Folks, pon litil know ; 


— 1 


8 „„ n 00 82 


„ on 


e 19 
With that the Hands to Pocket went 


deep, 
and Feet fell faft aſleep : 
The Tis they they; 
And all, except the Belly, feem'd 
Extremely well content. 

But mark what follow'd ; 'twas not long 
a= the right became the wrong, p 
The Mutineers were grown /o weak, 
They found 'twwas more than time to ſqueak - 

They call for work, but u too late. | 
The Stomach (like an aged Maid, a 


Shrunk up, for want of human Aid) 
The common Debt of Nature paid, 
Aud with its Deſti r their — * 

. What think you of this Story, Friends, ha ? 
ng you look like wiſe Men; I'm ſure you underſtand 
what's for your good ; in giving part of what you have, 
you ſecure all the reſt: If the King had no Money, there 
cou'd be no Army ; and if there were no Army, your 
Enemies wou'd be amongſt you : One Day's Pillage 
wou d be worſe than twenty Years Taxes! What ſay ye? 
1 troth I think he's in the right 

2 Tra. By my think he's in the right on't again. 
Who'd think — little Hump back of his 
Shou'd have ſo much Brains in't. Neighbour ? 

bp. Well, honeſt Men, is there any thing elſe that I 
can ſerve you in ? - 

1 Tra. Dye hear that, Humphry ? Why that was civil 
now. But Courtiers ſeldom want Good-breeding ; let's 
ome Devil his due. Why, to tell you the truth, honeſt 

tleman, we had a whole Budget full of Grievances 
do complain of. But I think—a—Ha, Neighbour? We 
had e'en as let em alone. 

Tra. Why good feath | thing fo too; for by all I can 
| fee, we are like to make no great hond on't. Beſides, 
| between thee and me, I begin to daubt, whether aur 
Grievances do us ſuch a p{aguy deal of Miſchief as we 


2 Tra. Or put the Caſe they did, H«mphry ; Ple afraid 
de that goes to a Courtier, in hope to get rairiy rid oi n, 
my be ſaid, (in aur Country Dialect) to take the wrong 


Tow 


What I have in my Mind, out it — But bar that ; 


People uſe to aſk for Folks 
when they have nothing to ſay to em? Mie tell you wy 


A/op. Let's hear ©, 
Rag. | — as you ſee, a little Wit. 
rue 


. Hiveina hard by, and Tſe the beſt Man 
ia it, tho I ſay it that ſhou'd not ſay it. I have — 
Drink in my Cellar, and good Corn in my Barn; I have 
Cows and Oxen, Hogs and Sheep, Cocks and Hens, and 
Geeſe and Turkeys: But the Truth will out, and fo let 
it out. Pſe cen tired of being call'd plain Reger. I has 
a Leathern Purſe, and in that Purſe there's many a fair 
Half-Crown, with the King's ſweet Face upon it, God 
bleſs him; and with this Money I have a mind to bind 
myſelf Prentice to a Courtier: It's a good Trade, as I 
have beard fay; there's Money ſtirring : Let a Lad be 
but diligent, and do what be's bid, he ſhall be let into 
the Secret, and ſhare part of the Profits ; I have not lived 
to theſe Years for nothing: Thoſe that will ſwim muſt 
into deep Water: I'ſe got our Wife Jaan to be the 
— Chamber-maid ; and then -- Crack ſays mel; 
| forget all my Acquaintance. But to come to the 
Buſineſs. You who are the King's great Favourite, I de- 
fire you'd be pleas d to felt me ſome of your Friendfb'p, 
"that I may get a Court-Place. Come, you ſhall chuſe 
me one yourlelf; you look like a ſhrewd Man ; by the 
Maſs you do. | * 
P., 
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hep. I chuſe thee a Place 

Rog. Yes: | wou'd willingly have it ſuch a fort of a 
Place, as wou'd coft little, and bring in a great deal; in 
a Word, much Profit, and nothing to do. | 

Zſop. But you muff name what Poſt you think wou'd 
ſuit your Humour. 

Rog. Why, Ie pratty indifferent as to that: Secreta 
of State, or Butler ; twenty Shillings more, twenty Shil- 
lings lefs, is not the thing | ſtand upon. I'ſe no Hagler, 
Godſwookers ; and he that ſays I am----'Zbud he lies: 
There's my Humour now. | 

fp. But hark you, Friend, you ſay you are well ag 
you are, why then do you deſire to change? 

Rog, Why what a Queſtion now is there for a Man of 

arts? I'm well, d'ye ſee me; and what of all that? 

defire to be better: There's an Anſwer ior you. [e.] 
Let Roger alone with him. | 

Aſop. Very well: This is reaſoning ; and I love a 

Man ſhould reaſon with me. But let us enquire a little 


whether your Reaſons are good or not. You lay at home 
you want for nothing. 


Rog. Nothing. fore George. 

hep. You have good Drink; 

Rog. *Zbud the beſt I'th' Pariſh. [Singing] And 
dawne it merrily goes my Lad, and dawne it mertily 


2% You eat heartily ? 

Rog. I have a noble Stomach. 

ep. You ſleep well? | 3 

Rog. Juſt as I drink. till I can ſleep no longer. 

hep. You have ſome honeſt Neighbours ? 

Reg. Honeſt ! *Zbud we are all fo, the Twane raund, 
we live like Breether, when one can ſerve another, he 
does it with all his Heart and Guts; when we have any 
thing that's good, we eat it together, Holidays and 8un- 
days we play at Nine-pins, tumble upon the Graſs with 
wholeſome young Maids, laugh till we ſplit, daunce till 
we are weary, eat till we burſt, drink till we are ſleepy, 


then ſwap into Bed, and ſnoretill we riſe to Breakfaſt. 


ep. And all this thou wou'dft leave to go to Court. 


Pl tell thee what once happen'd ? 


A Mouſe, 


AM $ 030 F. 
1— ne'er — — 
alking one Day to foe ſame Cu Sport, 
He met a home-bred Village- Mose. 
Who with an aukward Speech and Bow, 
That ſavaur d much of Cart and Plozy, 


ft, 1 know not how, 


my , you're welcome to't, 

Y ave that, and Bread and Cheeſe to boot : 

And ſo they ſat and din al. 

* Very well. Th 
fop. The Courtier cen have eat at leaſt 

As much as any Houſbald Pricft, 

But thought him/elf oblig'd in Feeding, 

To ſbew the difference of Town-breeding ; 


He pick d and cull'd, and tarn'd the Meat, 


He champt and che d, and cou'd not cat. 
No toothleſs Woman at Fourſeore, 
Was ever ſeen to mumble more. 
He made a thouſand ugly Faces, 
Which ( as ſometimes in Ladies caſes } 
Were all defign'd for Airs and Graces. 
Rog. Ha, ha. 

Eſop. At laſt be from the Table roſe, 
He pick'd bis Teeth, and blow'd bis Noſe, 
And with an eaſy Negligence, 


A. tho' be lately came from France, 


He made a careleſs ſliding Bow : 
Fore Gad, — I don't knozw 
I hall return your friendly Treat; 
But if you'll take à bit of Meat 
In 7 own with me. 
You there ſhall ſas 
How we poor Cour tiers eat. 
Rog. Tit for that ; that was friendly. 
Eſop. There needed no more Invitation 
To e er Country "Squire ith" Nation : 
Exactih to the time he came, 
Pundtual as Waman when ſhe meets 1 
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betrween Sheets, | 
— = bo, ho, ho. 


ges Chear, 
2 pe fer 2 


Eſop. The nimble Courtier ſripe from Table, 
The 'Squive leapt too, as be as able : 
It can't be ſaid that they were beat, 
Which nodes an day wat is fig 
Which zuben an Army not to 
By ht, runs away by Night, 
Was ever juby'd a great and glorious Feat. 
g. Ever, ever, ever. 
Abe . The Cat retir'd, our Gueſs return, 


Elog To Boot and Saddle again they fd 
og. Ta ra, tan tan ta ra, ra ra tan ta ra. 
op. They frown, as they w d and their Grand, 
But n they found 
'T was ſafer much 
Rog. Tantive, Taative, Tantive, Ac. 
Klop. At lengeb the 'Squire, be bated Arms, 
Was fo — with theſe Alarms, 
He roſe up in 4 kind of Heat, 
Udfwookers, qnoth be, with all your Meat, 
I will maintain a Dif of Peaſe, 
A Radiſh, and a Slice of Cheeſe, 
Mb a Deſert of Ea, 
he better Treat, 
— E. 
Since cwery 
Jus, Sir, Ju oblig dts you 
For your Intentions at your 


24 0. 
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vice, I was going to be 
be Secreury of State. 22 * 
2 ell, go thy ways home, and be wiſer for the 

ture. ba 
Neg. And ſo I will: For that ſame Mauſe, your Friend, 


was a witty Perſon. Gads budlikins ; and fo our Wife 
ſhall know: For between you and I, tis ſhe has 


put me upon going to Court. Sir, ſhe has been fo praud, 
ſo ſaucy, ſo rampant, ever ſince I brought her home a 


lac'd Pinner, and a pink-coloured pair of Shoe-ſtrings, 
from Tickledowne Fair, the Parſon o'th' the Pariſh can't 
rule her; and that you'll ſay's much. But ſo much for 
that. Naw I thank you for your good Counſel, honeſt 
little Gentleman ; and to ſhew you that I'ſe not ungrate- 
ful—Give me your Hand once more —If you'll take the 
pains but to walk dawne to our Towne.—a Word in 
your Ear—T'ſe ſend yo ſo drunk whome again, you ſhall 
remember friendly Roger as long as you have Breath in 
OY Ya Aſop folus. ä 
Fare wel; what I both envy and deſpiſe: 

Thy Happineſs and | provoke me. 

How noble were the thing call'd Knowledge, 

Did it but lead us to a Bliſs like thine ! 


Which on its Pleaſures ſtamps perpetual Pain, 
And makes the wiſe Man Lofer by his Gain. 


But there's a ſecret Curſe in Wiſdom's Train, . 
[Exit 


e 
Enter (op. 
Aſop. WIS waits there? [Enter Servant. 
| If there be any body that has Buſineſs with 
me, let 'em in. | 
Serv. Yes, Sir. 4 2 [Exit Serv. 
Enter Quaint, who Hand a? a * making a great mam 
1 


Leung 
£/op. Well, Friend, who are you? 
Nuaint. My Name's Qraint, Sir, the profoundeſt of all 


your Honour's humble ants, 


Hond, Sir —TI it had na' been for / 


n 
AO" ty 


Asp 
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Zeeb. And what may Buſineſs be with me. Sir ? 

9. My Bufineſs, bir, with every Man, is firſt of 
all to do him Service. 

He. and your next is, I ſuppoſe, to be paid fort 
twice as much as 'tis worth. 

_. Quaint, Your Honour's moſt obedient humble Servant. 

A1. Well, Sir, but upon what account am | going to 
be oblig'd to you! 

Auaint. Sir, I'm a Gen 

hop. A Genealogitt ! 

Quant. At your Service, Sir. 

LE op. So, Sir. 

2 uaint. Sir, I am inform'd from common Fame, as 
well as from ſome little private familiar Intelligence, That 
your Witdom is entring into Treaty with the Primum 
Mobile of Good and Evil, a fine Lady. I have travell'd 
Sir; | have read, Sit; I have conſider'd, Sir; and I find, 
Sir, that the Nature ct a fine Lady is to be a- fine Lady, 
Sir; a fine Lady's a fine Lady, Sir, all the World over; 
the loves a fine Houſe, fine Furniture, fine Clothes, fine 
Liveries, fine Petticoats, fine Smocks ; and if the * ſtops 
there—ſhe's a fine Lady indeed, Sir. But to come to my 
Point. It being the Lydian Cuſtom, that the fair Bride 
ſhould be preſented on her Wedding-day with ſomethin 
that may lignify the Merit and the Worth of her read 
Lord and Maſter, I thought the noble 's Pedigree 
might be the welcom'lt Gift that he could offer. It his 
Honour be of the ſame Opinion—1'll ſpeak a bold Word; 
there's ne'er a Herald in all Ai ſhall put better Blood 
in his Veins, than—Sir, your humble Servant, Facsb 


Aſop. Doſt thou then know my Father, Friend? For 1 
Proteſt to thee I am a Stranger to him. | 
Nuaint. Your Father, Sir, ha, ha! I know every Man's 
Father, Sir * and every Man's Grandfather, and every 
Man's Great Grandfather. Why, Sir, I'm a Herald by 
Nature, my Mother was a Welchwwoman. 
hep. A Welchwoman? Prythee of what Country's that? 
Naim. That, Sir, is a Country in the World's Back- 
fide, where every Man is born a Gentleman, and a Ge- 
neaſogiſt. Sir, I cou'd tell my Mother's Pedigree before 
Leould ſpeak plain; * to ſhe you the Depth of 
| | my 
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Art, and the Strength of my Memory, I'll trundle 
on th an inftant. Noah had three Sons, Shem, 
and » Shemt 
„ I conjure thee in the Name of all thy An- 


Sir, I cou'd take it hi but J n at Noah 
e 
ep. No more on't, I intreat thee. 

— Foe: n 


RR Bs, ha ; Your Honour's modeſt, but Solo- 
Bate, He ha 

Seb. Was my Anceſtor, was he not? 

int. He was, my Lord, which no one ſure can 

— * obſerves how much of Prince there hangs 
about 

"Ep. * What! Ist in my Mein? 
. 


Dp Perſonable too ; view me well. 
. N---not Tall; but Majeſtick. 
op. My Shape. 
Puaint. A World of Symmetry in it. 
fo. * Lump upon my Back. 

N. — not regular; but agreeable. 
Mſop. _ 17 oneſty thou art a Villain, Herald. 
But Flattery uſt L never fail to parry. Tis a Paſs 
thou Gould * for young Fencers; with Feints 
like thoſe they're to be hit : I do not doubt but thou haft 
found it ſo ; haſt not? 

vaint, I muſt confeſs, Sir, I have ſometimes made 
'em bleed by't. But I hope your Honour will pleaſe to 
excuſe me, ſince, to ſpeak the truth, I get my Bread byt, 
and maintain my Wite and Children. And Induſtry, you 
know, Sir, is a commendable thing. Beſides, Sir, I 
have debated the Bufineſs a little with my Conſcience ; 
for I'm like the reſt of my Neighbours, Fd willingly get 
Money, and be ſav'd * if che thing may be done up- 
on any reaſonable Terms : And fo, Sir, I ſay, to _ 
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my Conſcience, I have found out at laſt, that Flattery is 
a Duty. 

Hip. A Duty! 
aint. Ay, Sir, a Duty: For the Duty of all Men 
is to make one another paſs their time as pleaſantly as 
they can. Now, Sir, here's a 75 Lord, who has a 
t deal of Land, a great deal of Title, a great deal of 
Fear, a great deal of Noiſe, a great many Servants, and 
2 great many Diſeaſes. I find him very dull, very reſt- 
4 tir'd with Eaſe, cloy'd with Plenty, a Burden to 


| himſelf, and a Plague to bis Family. I begin to flatter: 


He Iprings off of the Couch; turns himſelf round in the 
Glats; finds all I ſay true; cuts a Caper a yard high; 
his Blood trickles round his Veins; his Heart's as light 
as his Heels; and before I leave him---his Purſe is as emp- 
ty as bis Head. So we both are content ; for we part 
much happier than we met. 

Aſop. Admirable Rogue ! what doſt thou think of 
Murder and of Rape, are not they Duties too ? Were't 
not for ſuch vile fawning things as thou art, young No- 
bles wou'd not long be what they are : They'd grow a- 
ham d of Luxury and Eale, and rouſe up the old Spirit 
of their Faihers ; leave the purſvit of a poor frightened 
Hare, and make their Foes to tremble in her ſtead : fur- 
niſh their Heads with Sciences and Arts, and fill their 
Hearts with Honour, I ruth and Friendſhip ; be generous 
to ſome, and juſt to all: drive home their Creditors with 
Bags of Gold, inſtead of chaſing 'em away with Swords 
and Staves; be faithful to their King and Country both, 
and ftab the Offerer of a Bribe from either ; bluſh. even 
at a wandring Thought of Vice, and boldly own they 
durſt be Friends to Vinue ; trembling at nothing but the 
Frowns of Heaven, and be no more aſham'd of him that 
made 'em. 

Ruaint. [afide.) If I ftand to hear this Crump preach 
a little longer, I ſhall be Fool enough perhaps to be bub- 
bled out of my Livelihood, and to loſe a Bird in the 
Hand for two in the Buſh. Sir, ſince I have not been a- 
ble to bring you to a good Opinion of yourſelf, 'tis very 
probable I ſhall ſcarce prevail with you to have one of 
me. But if you pleaſe to do me the favour to forget me, 
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T ſhall ever acknowledge myſelf---Sir, your moſt obedient, . 
faithful, humble Serzant. \ 

jap. Hold; if I let thee go, and give thee nothing, 
thouPt be apt to grumble at me; and therefore---who 
waits there ? 


Enter Servnnt, 

DOuaint. [ aſide.] I don't like his Looks, by Gad. 

Aſop. Vil preſent thee with a Token of my Love. 
uaint, A --another time, Sir, will do as well. 
%. No; I love to be out of Debt, tho? tis bei 

out of the Faſhion. So, d'ye hear ! Give this honeſt 
Gentleman half a ſcore good ſtrokes on the Back with a 
Cudgel. | 

Duaint. By no means in the World, Sir. 

sap. Indeed, Sir, you ſhall take em. a 

DPuaint. Sir, | don't merit half your Bounty. 

sep. O 'tis but a Tiifle. 

Quint. Your Generofity makes me bluſh. | 

[ Looking about 10 make his Eſcape. 

Aſep. That's your Modeſty, Sir. 

Quaint. Sir, you are pleaſed to compliment. But a--» 
twenty Pedigrees for a clear Coaſt. 

[ Running off, the Servant after bim. 
sep. Wait upon him down Stairs, Fellow; I'd dot 
mylelf, were I but nimble enough; but he makes haſte, 
to avoid Ceremony. 
Enter Serwaut. 

Serv. Sir, here's a Lady in great haſte, deſires to ſpeak 
with you. 

Aſop. Let ber come in. 

Euter Aminta, weeping. 

Amin. O Sir, if you don't help me, Pm undone. 

Afop. What, what's the matter, Lady? 

Amin. My Daughter, Sir, my Daughter's run away 
with a filthy Fellow. 

Z/op. A ſlippery Trick indeed? 

Amin. For Heaven's ſake, Sir, ſend immediately to 
purſue em, and ſeize em. But 'tis in vain, twill be too 
late, 'twill be too late; I'll warrant at this very moment 
they are got together in a Room with a Couch in't; all's 


gone, all's gone ; tho' 'twere made of Gold 'tis = 
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Oh! my Honour, my Honour. A forward Girl ſhe was 
always; | faw it in her Eyes the very Day of her Birth. 
Aſop. That indeed was early ; but how do you know 


ſhe's gone with a Fellow ? 
" Amin. | have e'en her own inſolent Hand-writing for't : 


Sir, take but the pains to read what a Letter ſhe has left 


me. 
Eb. Reads. 
[ love and am belov'd, and that's the Reaſon I run 


eway. 
Short, — ſignificant I ſure there's no Body knews 
better than your Ladyſhip what Ail,auances are to be made to 
Fleſh and Blood ; 1 therefore hope this from your Fuſtice, that 
what you hade done three time; yourſelf, you'll pardon once in 
your Daughter. The Dickens! 
Amin. Now, Sir, what do you think of the Buſineſs ? 
ep. Why truly, Lady, I think it one of the moſt 
natural Buſineſſes I have met with a great while. PII tell 
you a Story. 
Crab. fich ance her Daughter told, 
In Terms that ſawour'd much of Scold) 
She cou'd not bear to ſee her go, 
Sidle, ale. to and fro; 
The Devil's in the Wench, quoth ſhe, 
When fo much Maney has been paid, 
Ta poliſh you ile me; 
It makes me almnſt mad lo ſee 
are flill ſo aukzward, an ungainly Jade. 
Her Daughter mil d, and lat a- te , ) 
She an/wer d (for to give her her due ) 
Pert.y, as mo? Folks Daughters do: 
Madam, your Ladyſhip, quoth Spe, 
Is pleas'd to blame in me 
What, on Enquiry, you may find, 
Admits a paſſable Excuſe, 
From a Proverb much in uf, 
That Cat will after kind, 
4min. Sir, I took you to he a Man better bred, than 
to liken a Lady to a Crab- ſiſh. 
a Aſp. What I want in Good-bteeding, Lady, 1 have 
in Truth and Honeſty : As what you have wanted ia 
Virtue, you have had in a good Face. 
C 3 | Amin. 
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Amin. Have had, Sir! What I have had, I have ſtill; 
and ſhall have a great while, I hope, I'm no Grand- 
mother, Sir. 

Z/op. But in a fair way for't, Madam. 

Amin. Thanks to my Daughter's Fotwardneſs then, 
not my Years. I'd have you to know, Sir, I have never a 
Wrinkle in my Face. A young pert Slut! who'd think the 
ſhou'd know ſo much at her Age? 

eb. Good Maſters make quick Scholars, Lady; the 
has learn'd ker Exetciſe from you. 

Amin. But where's the Remedy, Sir? 

ep. Ia trying if a good Example will reclaim her, 
as an il] one has debauch'd her. Live private, and avoid 
Scandal, 

Amin. Never ſpeak it; I can ne more retire, than I 
can go to Church twice of a Sunday. 

A/op. What, your youthful Blood boils in your Veias, 
Tn warrant ? 

Amin. 1 have Warmth enough to endure the Air, old 
Gentleman. I need not ſhut myſelt up in a Houſe theſe 
twenty Years. S223 

Aſop. [afide.] She takes a long Leaſe of Leudneſs: 
She'll be an admirable Tenant to Loft 

Amin. [walking hafiily to and fro.) People think when a 
Woman is turn'd Forty, ſhe's old enough to turn out of 
the World: But I ſay, when a Woman is turn'd Forty, 
ſhe's old enough to have more Wit. The moſt can be 
faid is, her Face is the worſe for wearing: II] anſwer for 


all the reſt of her Fabrick. The Men wou'd be to be 


ity'd, by my troth, wou'd they, if we ſhou'd quit the 
tage, and leave 'em nothing but a parcel of young pert 
Sluts, that neither know how to ſpeak Senſe, nor keep 
_ themſelves clean. But don't let em fear, we an't going 
yet AÆſop fares upon her, and as ſhe turns from him, runs 
off the Stuge.] How now! What leſt alone! An unman- 
nerly Piece of Deformity! Methinks he might have had 
Senſe enongh to have made Love to me. But I have 
found Men itrangely dull for the laſt ten or twelve Years: 
Sure they'll mend in time, or the World won't be worth 
living in. 
Fer let Phi/ofaphers ſay all they can, 
The Scurce of Woman's Jey is plac d in Man. (En. 
ter 
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Enter Learchus and Euphronia, Doris fo/lowing at a 
Diſtance. 

Lear. to Euph.) I muſt tell you, Miſtreſs, I'm too mild 
with you; Parents ſhou'd never intreat their Children, 
nor will I hereafter. Therefore, in a word, Jet es be 
low d, let Oronces be hated, let one be a Peacock, let 
tother be a Bat: I'm Father, you are Daughter ; I com- 
mand, and you ſhall obey. 

Euph. I never yet did otherwiſe ; nor ſhall I now, Sir; 
but pray let Reaſon guide you. 

Lear. So it does: But "tis my own, not yours, Huſſy. 

Dor. Ah---Well, I'll fay no more ; but were [| in her 
Place, by the Mats I'd have a tug for't. 

Lear. Dæmon, born to diſtract me. Whence art thou, 
in the Name of Fire and Brimſtone? Have I not 1ati-fy'd 
thee? Have I not paid thee what's thy due? And have 
not I turn'd thee out of Doors, with Orders never more 
to ſtride my 'T hreſhold, ha? Anſwer, abominable Spirit; 
what ist that makes thee haunt me? 

Dor. A fooliſh Paſſion, to do you good in ſpite or your 
Teeth : Pox on me for my Ze:1, I tay. 

Lear. And Pox on thee, and thy Zeal too, I ſay. 

Der. Now if it were not for her ſake more than for 
yours, I'd leave all to your own Management, to be re- 
veng'd of you. But rather than Il fee that ſweet thing 
ſacrificed I'll play the Devil in your Houle. 

Lear. Patience, I ſummon thee to my Aid. 

Der. Paſſion, I defy thee ; to the laſt Drop of my 
Blood Fil maintain my Ground. What have you to 
charge me with ? ſpeak : I love your Child better than 
you do, and you can't bear that, ha? Is'tnotio? Nay, 
It's well y'are aſham'd on't; there's ſome ſign of Grace 
ſtill. Look you, Sir, in few Words, you'll make me 
mad; and 'twere enough to make any body mad (who 
has Brains enough to be fo) to ſee ſo much Virtue ſhip- 
wreck'd at the very Port. The World never ſaw a Virgin 
| better quality'd ; fo witty, ſo diſcreet, ſo modeſt, ſo 
chaſte: in a Word, I brought her up myſelf, and twould 
be the Death of me, to ſee ſo virtuous a Maid become a 
lewd Wife? which is the uſual Effect of Parents Pride and 
Coretouſneſs. 


Lear. 
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Lear. How, Strumpet ! wou'd any thing be able to 
debauch my Daughter ? 

Dor. Your Daughter! yes, your Daughter, and myſelf 
into the Bargain: A Woman's but a Woman; and Þil 
lay a hundred Pound on Nature's fide. Come, Sir, few 
Words diſpatch Buſineſs. Let who will be the Wife of 
Eſop, ſhe's a Fool, or he's a Cuckold. But you'll never 
have a true Notion of this Matter, till you ſuppoſe your- 
ſelf in your Daughter's Place. As thus : You are a pretty, 
ſoft, warm, wiſhing young Lady: I'm a ſtrait, proper, 
handſome, vigorous, young Fellow. You have a peeviſh, 
poſitive, covetous, old Father, and he forces you to 
marry a little, lean, crooked, dry, ſapleſs Huſband. This 
Huſband's gone abroad, you are lett at home. I make 
you a Viſit; find you are all alone: Ibe Servant pulls 
to the Door; the Devil comes in at the Window. [be- 
gin to wheedle, you begin to melt: You like my Perſon, 
and therefore believe all I (ay ; ſo firit I make you an 
Atheiſt, and then I make you a Whore. Thus the World 
goes, Sir. | 

Lear. Pernicious Peſtilence! Has not thy eternal 
Tongue run down its Larum yet? 

Dor. Yes. 

Lear. Then go out of my Houle, Abomination.. 

Der. Il not ſtir a Foot. 

Lear. Who waits there ? Bring me my great Stick. 

Dor. Bring you a Stick! bring you a Head piece: that 
you'd call for, it you knew your own wants. 


Lear. Death and Furies, the Devil, and fo forth; I 


ſhall run diſtracted. 

Euph. Pray. Sir, don't be ſo angry at her. I'm ſure ſhe 
means well, tho' the may have an odd way of expteſſing 
herſelf. 

Lear. What, vou like her meaning ? who doubts it, 
Offspring of Yeu But VII make you ſtay your Stomach. 
with Meat of my chuſing, you liquoriſh young Baggage 
you. In a word, Ves the Man; and to-morrow 
he ſhall be your Lord and Maſter. But fince he can't 
be fatisfied unleſs he has your Heart, as well as all the 
reſt of your Trumpery, let me fee you receive him in 
ſuch a manner that he may think himſelf your Choice as 


well as mine; 'cwill make him eſteem your 1 
or 
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For we uſually gueſs at other People's Underſtandings, 
by their approving our Action: and liking our Faces. 
See here the great Man comes! [To Dor. ] Follow me, 
Infolence ; and leave em to expreſs their Paſſion to 
each other. [To Eupi: ] Remember my laſt Word to 
you is, Obey, 

D:r. (to Euph. d..] And remember my laſt Advice 
to you is, Rebel. [ Zxit Lear. Dor. following him. 

Euph. Alas, 'm good-natured : the laſt thing that's 
ſaid to me uſually leaves the deepeſt Imprethion. 

Emer Atop ; they land ſome time without ſpeaking. 

Ee They ſay, That Lovers, for want of Words, 
have Eyes to ſpeak with. I'm afraid you do not under- 
ſtand the Language of mine, fince yours, I find, will 
make no Anſwer to 'em. But I muſt tell you, Lady, 
there is a numerous Train of youthful Virgins, that are 
endow'd with Wealth and Beauty too, who yet have 
thought it worth their Pains and Care to point their Darts 
at Zſop's homely Breaſt ; whilſt you ſo much contemn 
what they purſue, that a young ſenſeleſs Fop's prefer'd 
before me. 

Eupb. Did you but know that Fop you dare to term fo, 
his very Looks wou'd fright you into nothing. 

AT ſep. A very Bauble. 

Euph. How! 

LEſop. A Butterfly. 

Euph. I can't bear it. 

Aſop. A Parroquet, can prattle and look gaudy. 

Euph. It may be fo ; but let me paint him and you in 


Jour proper Colours, III do it exactly, and you ſhall 


judge which I ought to chuſe. 

Afop. No, hold; I'm naturally not over curious; be- 
ſides, tis Pride makes People have their Pictures drawn. 

Euph. Upon my word, Sir, you may have yours taken 
a hundred times before any Body will believe tis done 
upon that account. 

heb. [afide.] How ſevere ſhe is upon me! You are 
reſolv'd then to perſiſt, and be fond of your Feather; ſigh 
for a 2 and die for a Cravat-ſtring. 

Euph. Methinks, Sir, you might treat with more teſpect 


what I've thought fit to own | value; your Aﬀeonts to 
him are doubly ſuch to me; if you continue your pro- 
| voking 
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voking Language, you muſt expect my Tongue will ſally 
too ; and if you are as wiſe as ſome would make you, 
you can't but know | ſhou'd have Theme enough ? | 
sep. But is it poſſible you can love fo much as you 
tend ? 

1 Why do you queſtion it ? 

Aſop. Becauſe no Body loves ſo much as they pretend: 


But hark you, young Lady, Marriage is to laſt a long, 
long time; and where one Couple bleſs the ſacred Knot, 
a 


rain of Wretches curſe the Inſtitution. You are in 
an Age where Hearts are young and tender, a pleaſing 
Object gets Admittance ſoon. But ſince to Marriage 
there's annex'd this dreadful Word, For ever, the follow- 
ing Example ought to move you. 


A Peacock once of ſplendid ſhow, 
Gay, gaudy, foppiſh, vain—a Bean, 
Attecktd a fond young Pbeaſant : Heart 
With fuch Succeſs, 
He pleas d her, tho" he made her ſmart ; 
He pierc'd her zvith ſo much Addreſs, _ 
She ſmil'd the Moment that be fixed bis Dart. 
A Cuckow in a neighbouring Tree, 4 
Rich, honeſt, ugly, old — like me, 
Low'd ber as he low'd bis Life: 
No pamper'd Prieſt cer fludy'd more 
To make a wirtueus Nun a Whore, 
Than he to get ber for bis Wife, 
But a'l his Offers flill were ⁊ air, 
His Limbs were weak, his Face 2vas plain; 
Beauty, Youth, and Vigour wweigh'd 
With the wvarm defiring Maid 
No Bird ſte cryd, uon d ſerve ber turn, 
But what cou d quench as well as burn, 
She'd ba ve a young Gallant ; ſi one ſhe had. 
But ere a Month was come and gone, | 


The Bride began to change her tone, 

She found a young Gallant was an inconſtant one. 
She wander'd to a neighbouring Grove, 

Where after muſing long on Love, 

She told her Confident, ſhe feund 

When for one's Life one muſt be bound, 
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De Youth indeed wa: a delicious Bait ) 
An aged Huſband, rich, the plain, 
Ii on d give a flaviſh Wife leſs Pain; | 
And Tohat tuas more, wes ſooner ſlain, 
Which was a thing of weight. 

Behold, young Lady, here, the Cuckow of the Fable; 
I'm deform'd 'tis true, yet I have found the means to 
make a Figure amongſt Men, that well has recompens'd 
the Wrongs of Nature; my Rival's Beauty — 
much; perhaps my homely Form might yield you more; 
at leaſt conſider ont, tis worth your Thought. 

Euph. I muſt confeſs, my Fortune wou'd be greater; 
But what's a Fortune to a Heart like mine ? | 
'Tis true, I'm but a ycung Philoſopher, 

Yet in that little ſpace my Glaſs has run, 

I've ſpent ſome time in ſearch of Happineſs : 

The fond Purſuit I ſoon obferv'd of Riches, 
Inclin'd me to enquire into their Worth : 

I found their Value was not in themſelves, 

But in their Power to grant what we cou'd aſk. 

I then proceeded to my own Deſires, 

To know what ſtate of Life wou'd ſuit with them: 
] found 'em moderate in their Demands, 

They neither aſk'd for Title, State, or Power: 
They flighted the afpiting Poſt of Envy: 

'Tis true, they trembled at the Name Contempt; 
A general Eſteem was all they wiſh'd ; 


And that I did not doubt might be obtain'd, 


If furniſh'd but with Virtue and Good-nature; 
My Fortune prov'd ſufficient to afford me 
Conveniences of Life, and Independence. 
This, Sir, was the Reſult of my Enquiry ; 
And by this Scheme of Happineſs I build, 
When I prefer the Man I love to you. 
hep. How wiſe, how witty, and how cleanly, young 
Women grow, as ſoon as ever they are in love 


«Euph. How foppiſh, how impertinent, and how nau- 


ſeous old Men, when they pretend to be ſo too 
Eſep. How pert is Youth ! 

Zupb. How dull is Age! 

£ſop. Why fo ſharp, young Lady? 

Eb. Why fo blunt, old Gentleman? 
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heb. "Tis enough; TII to your Father, I know how 


to deal with him, tho' | don't know how to deal with you. 


Beicre to- morrow Noon, Damfel, Wite ſhall be written 


on your Brow. [ Exit Ziop. 
| Eupb. Then before to-morrow Nigh', Stateſman, 

Huſband ſhall be ſtampt upon your Forehead | 
Exit Euph. 


— 


ACE. . 


Enter Oronces and Doris. 
Dor. Atience, I beſeech you. | 
Oron. Patience! What, and fee that lovely 
Creature thrown into the Arms of that pedantick Mon- 
ſter : Sdeath, I'd rather fee the World reduc'd to A- 
toms, Mankind turn'd into Crawfiſh, and myſelf an old 
Woman. 

Der. So you think an old Woman a very unfortunate 
thing, I find ; but you are miſtaken, Sir; ſhe may plague 
other Folks, but ſhe's as entertaining to herſelf, as any 
one part of the Creation. 

Oron. [walking to and fro.] She's the Devil and I'm 
one of the damn'd, I think. But I'll make ſomebody 
howl for't, 1 will fo. 

Dor. You'll &en do as all the young Fellows in the 
Town do, ſpoil your own Sport : Ah-—had young Mens 
Shoulders but old Courtiers Heads upon 'em, what a de- 
licious Time wou'd they have on't! For ſhame be wile ; 
for your Miſtreſy's ſake at leaſt uſe ſome Caution. 

Oren, For her fake I'll reſpeQ, even like a Deity, her 
Father. He ſhall ſtrike me, be ſhall tread upon me, and 
find me humbler even than a crawling Worm, for I'll not 
turn again; but for hep, that unfiniſh'd Lump, that 
Chaos of Humanity, I'll ufe him nay, expect it, for [ll 
do't— the firſt Moment that I fee him, Þ'll- 

Dor. Not challenge him, I hope—*'Twoutd be a pretty 
ſight truly, to fee Z/op drawn up in Battalia ; Fye for 
| ſhame, be wiſe once in your Life ; think of gaining time, 
by putting off the Marriage for a Day or two, and notof 
waging War with a Pigmy. Yonder's the old Gentle- 
man walking by himfelf in the Gallery ; go and * 
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him, you know his weak fide ; he's 
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good-natur'd in the 
bottom. Stir up his old fatherly Bowels a little, Pl] war- 


rant you'll move him at laſt: go, get you gone, and play 
Part diſcreetly. 


Oron. Well, TIl try; but if Words won't do with one, 
Blows ſhall with t'other; by Heavens they ſhall. 


[Exit Oron. 
Doris ſola. 


Nay, I reckon we ſhall have rare work on't by and by. 
Shield us, kind Heaven ; what things are Men in love ? 
Now they are Stocks and Stones ; then they are Fire and 
Quick-filver ; firſt whining and 1 then ſwearing and 
damning: This Moment they are in love, and next Mo- 
ment they are out of love; Ah—cou'd we but live with - 
out em — but it's in vain to think on'r. [Exit. 

Enter ÆEſop at one fide of the Stage, Mrs. Forge-will 
at other. 

Forg. Sir, I'm your moſt devoted Servant: WhatTfay 
is no Compliment, I do affure you. 

sep. Madam, as far as you are really mine, I believe 
I may venture to aſſure you, I am yours. 

Forg. I ſuppoſe, Sir, you know that I'm a Widow. 

hes. Madam, I don't ſo much as know you are a 
Woman. 

Forg. O ſurprizing! Why I thought the whole Town 
had known it. Sir, | have been a Widow this T welve- 
Eſp. If = Bod Io 
Asp. If a Body may at your Heart by your 
Petticoat, Lady, you Jet ieſien to be fo a Twelre- 


month more. 


Forg. O bleſs me ! Not a Twelve-month ! Why, my 
Huſband has left me four ſquawling Brats. Beſides, Sir, 
I'm undone. 

Aſep. You ſeem as chearful an undone Lady as I have 
met with. * 
Forg. Alas, Sir, I have too great a Spirit ever to let 

il my Face. Sir, III tell you my Condi- 


non; and that will lead me to my Buſineſs with you. Sir, 


my Huſband was a Scrivener. 


hep. The deux he was: I thought he had been a 
Count 1 e 
D 


For g. 
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Forg. Sir, it is not the firſt time I have been taken for 
a Counteſs; my Mother us d to fay as I lay in my Cradle, 
I had the Air of a Woman of Quality ; and truly I have 
always liv'd like fuch. My Huſband, indeed, had ſome- 
thing ſneaking in him (as moſt Huſbands bave, vou know, 
Sir) but from the Moment I ſet Foot in his Houſe, bleſs 
me, what a Change was there! his Pewter was turn'd 
into Silver, his Goloſhoes into a Glaſs Coach, and his 


little travelling Mare into a pair of Flanders Horſes. 


Inſtead of a greaſy Cook maid to wait at Table, I had 
four tall Faotmen in clean Linen; all Things became 
new and faſhionable, and * — aukward in my 
Family. My Furniture was the Wonder of my Neigh- 
bourhood, and my Clothes the Admiration of the whole 
Town ; I had a Necklace that was envy'd by the Queen, 
and a pair of Pendants that fet a Dutcheſs a crying. In 
Word, I ſaw nothing I lik'd but I bought it; and my 
Huſband, Man, durſt ne'er refuſe paying fort. 
Thus I liv'd, and I flouriſh'd, till he ficken'd and dy'd. 
but ere he was cold in his Grave, his Creditors plunder'd 
"my Houſe. But what pity it was to ſee ' Fellows with 
dirty Shoes come into my beſt Rooms, and touch my 
Hangings with their filthy Fingers! you won't blame me, 
Sir, if with all my Courage I weep at this ſenſible part of 
my Misfortune. 
ep. A very fad Story, truly. 
Forg. But now, Sir, to my Buſineſs. Having been 
inform'd this Morning, That the King has appointed a 
t Sum of Money for the Marriage of young Women 
who have liv'd well, and are fallen to decay, I am come 
to. acquaint you I have two frapping Daughters juſt fit 
for:the Matter, and to defire you'll help em to Portions 
out of the King's Bounty ; that they mayn't whine and 
pine, and be eaten up with the Green-fickneſs, as half 
the young Women of the Town are, or wou'd be, if 
there were not more Helps for the Diſeaſe than one. This, 
Sir, is my Buſineſs. 
sep. And this, Madam, is my Anſwer. 


A cranvling Toad, all ſpeckled ver, 
Vain, gaudy, painted, patch'd—a Whore, 
Seeing 4 wwell-fed Ox bard by, 


Regards him with an envious Eye, 
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And (as the Poets tell) 
Ye Gods, I cannot bear't, quoth fbe, 
Fil burſt, or be as big as be, 
An ſo began to . 

Her Friends and Kindred round her came, 
They ſhew'd ber ſhe wwas much to blame, 
The thing vas out of reach. 
She told em they were buſy Folks, 
And when ber Huſband wwou'd have ſpoke, 
She bid bim kiſs her Br 
With that they all &en gave her ver, 
And ſhe perfifled as before, 
Till with a deal of Strife 
She ſruell d at laſt ſo much her Spleen, 
She burſt like ene that wwe have ſeen, 
Who was a Scrivener's Wife. 


This, Widow, I take to be your Caſe, and that of a 

at many others; for this is an Age where moſt Peo- 
ple get Falls by clambering too high, to reach at what 
they ſhould not do. The Shoemaker's Wife reduces her 
Huſband to a Cobler, by endeavouring to be as ſpruce 
as the Taylor's: The Taylor's brings hers to a Botcher, 
by going as fine as the Mercer's : The Mercer's lowers 


hers to a Foreman, by perking up to the Merchant's : 


The Merchant's wears hers to a Broker, by ftrutting up 
to Quality: And Quality brings theirs to nothing, by 
ſtriving to outdo one another. It Women were humbler, 
Men wou'd be honeſter. Pride brings Want, Want 
makes Rogues, Rogues come to be hang'd, and the De- 
vil alone's the Gainer. Go your ways — Woman; 
and as your Huſband maintain'd you by his Pen, main- 
tain yourſelf by your Needle ; put your great Girls to 
Service, Imployment will keep em honeſt ; much Work, 
and plain Diet, will cure the Green-Sickneſs as well as a 
Huſband 
Ferg. Why, you pityful Pigmy, preaching, cantin 

Pickthank ; you little, forry, crooked, dry, wither'd 
Eunuch, do you know that 

sep. I know that I'm ſo deform'd you han't Wit 
enough to deſcribe me; But I have this good Quality, 
That a fooliſh Woman can never make me angry. 
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Farg. Can't ſhe fo! T'll try that, I will. [She falls upon 


m, holds bis Hands, and boxes his Ears. 

Aop. Help, help, help. 

Enter Servants, She runs off, they after ber. 

Aſfop. Nay een let her let her go—don't brin 
her back again I'm for 3 Bridge of Gold for a 
Enemy to retreat upon—T'm quite out of Breath—A 
terrible Woman, | proteſt. 

Euter a Country Gentleman drunk, in a hunting Dreſs, with 
a Huntſman, Groom, Faulkner, and other Servants ; one 
leading a couple of Hounds, anuther Grey- haundt, a third 
a Spaniel, a fourth a Gun upon his Shoulder, the Faulkner 
a Hawk upon bis Fift, &c. 

Gent. Haux, haux, haux, haux, baux: ſoular, there 
Boy, Joular, Joular, Tinker, Pediar, Miſs, Mig, 
Miis, Mils—Blood and Oons — O there he is; that 
muſt be he, I have ſeen his Picture, [ Ree/ing upon 
£:top]—Sir—if your Name's Z/p—TI'm your humble 
Servant. 

Aſep. Sir, my Name is ap, at your Service. 

Gent, Why then, Sir — Compliments being paſt on 
both fides, with your leave—we'll proceed to Buſineſs, 
Sir, I'm by Proſeſſion—a Gentleman ot— three thouſand 
Pounds a Yeat—Sir, [ keep a good Pack of Hounds, 
and a good Stable of Horſes. [(% his Groom. ] How 
many Horſes have I, Sirrah ?—Sir, this is my Groom, 

| [ Pre/enting him to Eſop. 

Groom. Your Worſhip has fix Coach-horſes, (Cut and 
Long-Tail) two Runners, half a dozen Hunters, four 
breeding Mares, and two bliad Stallions, befides Pads, 
Routs, and Dog Horſes. ; 
Sent. Look you there, Sr, I ſcorn to tell a Lye. He 
that queſtions my Honour—he's a Son of a Whore. 
Bur to Buſineſs — Having heard, Sir, that. you were 
come to this Town, I have taken the Pains to come hi- 
ther too, tho' I had a great deal of Buſineſs upon my 
Hands, for I have appointed three Juſtices of the Peace to 
hunt with em this Morning —and be drunk with em in 
the Afternoon. But the main Chance muſt be look'd to 
—and that's this I deſite Sir, you'll tell the King from 
me—1 don't like theſe Taxes—in one Word, as well as 
in twe ity =I don't like theſe Taxes. 


Ajep. 


. 41 


eb. Pray, Sir, how high may you be tax d? 

Gent. How high may I be tax'd, Sir! Why I may be 
tax'd, Sir— four Shillings in the Pound, Sir ; one half 
I pay in Money and t'other half I pay in Perjury, Sir: 
Hey, Joular, Joular, Joular, Haux, haux, haux, haux, 
haux. Hoo, hoo - Here's the beſt Hound-bitch in 
Europe. Zoons is the. And I had rather kiſs her than 
kiſs my Wite—Rot me if | had not But, Sir, I don't 
like theſe "I axes. 

ſep. Vihy how wou'd you have the War carry'd on? 

Gent. War carried on, Sir !—Why, I had rather have 
no War carried on at all, Sir, than pay Taxes. I don't 
defire to be ruin'd, Sir. 

ße. Why you ſay you have three thouſand Pounds 
a Year. 

Gent. And fo I have, Sir— Lett-Acre. Sir, this is my 
Steward. How much Land have J, Lett- Acre ? 

Lett- Acre. Your Worſhip has three thauſand Paunds a 
Year, as good Lond as any'z i't'h Cauntry ; and two thau- 
ſand Paunds worth of Wood to cut dawne at your Wor- 
ſhip's Pleaſute, and put the Money in your Pocket. 
N Look you there, Sir, what have you to ſay to 

t 

A/op. I have to ſay, Sir, that you may pay your Taxes 
in Money, inſtead of Perjury, and ſtill have a better Re- 
venue than I'm afraid you deſerve. What Service do you 
do your King, Sir ? 

Cent. None at all, Sir I'm above it. 

A/op. What Service may you do your Country, ? 
4 Im Juſtice of the Peace—and Captain of the. 
Milftia 

Aſ-p. Of what uſe are you to your Kindred ? 

4 I'm the Head of the Family, and have all the 
ate. 

£ZEſop. What Good do you do your Neighbours ? 

Gent. I give them their Bellies full of Beef every time 
they come to ſee me; and make em to drunk, they ſpew 
it up again before they go away. 

ep. How do you uſe your Tenants ? 

Gent, Why, I ſkrew up their Rents till they break and 


run away, and if I catch em again, I let em rot in > 
Coal. 
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Aſop. How do you treat your Wife ? 
© Gene. I treat her all Day with Il|-nature and Tobacco, 
and a. Night with ſnoring and a dirty Shirt. 

sp. How do you breed your Children? 

Gent. 1 breed my eldeft Son—a Fool ; my youngeſt 
_ themſelves, and my Daughters have no Breeding 
At all. 
op. Tis very well, Sir, I ſhall be ſure to ſpeak to 
the King of you; or if you think fit to remonſtrate to 
him, by way of Petition or Addreſs, how reaſonable it 
may be to let Men of your Importance go Scot-free, in 
the time of a neceſſary War, Fil deliver it in Council, 
and ſpeak to it as T ought. | 

Gent. Why, Sir, | don't diſapprove your Advice, but my 
Clerk is not here, and I can't ſpell well. 

Mop. You may get it writ at your leiſure, and fend it 
me. But becauſe you are not much us'd to draw up Ad- 
dreſſes, perhaps I'll tell you in general what kind of one 
this ought to be. | 

May it pleaſe your Majeſty 

To the Gent.) You'll excuſe me if I don't know your 
Name and Title. 

Gent. Sir Polydarus Hoo/iye, of Beaſtball in Swine+ 


ob. Very well. 
May it pleaſe your Majeſiy; Polydorus Hogſtye, of Beaſl- 
hall in Swine-County, ms? humb y repreſents, That he hates 


to pay Taxes, the dreadful Conſequences of em being inevit- 


ably theſe, That he muſt retrench dave Diſhes in ten, where 
not above fix of em are deſign'd for Gluttony. 

Four Bottles aut of twenty ; where not above fifteen of en 
are for Dr unkenneſs. 

Six Horſes out of thirty ; of which not above twenty are 
kept for State. | 

And ſaur Servant: out of à Score; where one half da no- 
thing but: Work for tolber. 


Jo this deplorable Condition muſt your important Subje be 


reduc'd, or forc'd de cut dun his Timber, which he wwou'd 
willingly preſerve againſt an ill run at Dice. 

Aud as ts the Neceſſity of the War for the Security of the 
Kingdom, be neither knows nor cares wuhether it be neceſſary 
or not. 3 
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He concludes with bis Prayers for your Majefly's Life, up” 
an Condition you will protect! him and bis Fox-Hounds at 


Beaſt-Hall wvithout cer a Penny of Money. 
To the Cent.] This, Sir, I ſuppoſe, is much what you 
wou'd be at. 
Gent. Exactly, Sir, I'll be ſure to have one drawn up 
to the ſeli· ſame purpoſe ; and next Fox Hunting Il] en- 
half the Company ſhall ſet their Hands to't. Sir, 
2 your molt devoted Servant; and it you pleaſe to 
let me ſee you at Beaſt-Hall, here's my Huntſman Hounds- 
foxt will ſhew you a Fox fhall lead you through ſo many 
Hedges and Briars, you ſhall have no more Clothes on 
your Back in half an Hour's time—than you had---in the 
Womb of your Mother. Haux, haux, haux, Sc. 


[Exit ſbouting. 
Eſop. O Tempera, O Mare: ! 
Enter Mr. Fruittul, and his Wife. 

Mr. Fruit. Heavens preterve the noble hep, grant 
kim long Life and happy Days. 

Mrs. — And ſend him a fruitful Wife, with a hope; 
ſul Iſſue. 

op. And what is it I'm to do for you, good People, 
to make you amends for all theſe friendly Wiſhes ? 

Mr. Fruit. Sir, here's myſelf and my Wife 

Mrs. Fruit. Sir, here's I and my Huſband --[To ber 
Huſband.) Let me ſpeak in my turn, Goodman Forward, 
[Ts Zfop.] Sir, here's | and my Huſband, I fay, think 
we have as good Preteafions to the King's Favour as ever 
aLord in the Land. | 5 5 

ep. If you have no better than ſome Lords in the 
Land, I hope you won't expe& much tor your Service. 
th Fruit. An't pleaſe you, you ſhalt be judge your- 

Mrs. Fruit. That's as he gives Sentence, Mr. Little- 
wit; who gave you power to come to a Reference ? If 
he does not do us right. the King bimſelt mall; what's 
to be done here? [Ie Z£lop.] Sir, Pm forc'd to correct 
my Huſband a little; poor Man, he is not us d to Court- 
Buſineſs ; but to give him his due, he's ready enough at 
lome things: Sir, I have had twenty fine Children by 
him; fifteen of em are alive, and alive like to be; — 
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tall Daughters are wedded and bedded, and ten proper 
Sons ſerve their King and their Country. 

ep. A goodly Company, upon my Word! 

Mrs. Fruit. Would all Men take as much pains for the 
peopling of the Kingdom, we might tuck up our Aprons, 
and cry a Fig for our Enemies; but we have ſuch a Par- 
cel of Drones amongſt us---Hold up your Head, Huſ- 
band---He's a little out of Countenance, ©<©'r, becauſe 1 
chid him; but the Man is a very good Man at the Bot- 
tom. But to come to my Buſinets, Sir, | hope his Ma- 
jeſty will think it reaſonable to allow me ſomething for 
the Service | have done him ; 'tis pity but Labour ſhou'd 
be encourag'd, efpecially when what one has done, one 
has don't with a Good-will. 

se. What Profeſſion are you of, good People? 

Mrs. Fruit. My Huſband's an Inn-keeper, Sir ;. he: 
bears the Name, but I govern the Houſe. 

Dep. And what Poſts are your Sons in, in the Ser- 
vice ? 

Mrs. Fruit. Sir, there are four Monks. 

Mr. Fruit. Three Attorneys. 

Mrs. Fruit. T we Scriveners. 

Mr. Fruit. And an Exciſeman. 

ſep. The deux o'the Service; why; I thought they 
had been all in the Army. 

. Mrs. Fruit. Not one, Sir. 

ZEjop. No, ſo it ſeems, by my troth : Ten Sons that 
ſerve their Country, quoth a] Monks, Attorneys, Scrive- 
ners and Exciſemen, ſerve their Country with a ven- 
geance ; you deſerve to be rewarded, truly; you deſerve 
to be hang'd, you wicked People, you. Gert you gone 
out of my fight. I never was fo angry in my Life. 

[Exit Æſop. 

Mr. Fruit. to bis Wife.] So; who's in the right now, 

wor [? I told you what wou'd come on't ; you mult 

always a Breeding, and Breeding, and the King wou'd 
take care of em, and the Queen wou'd take care of em: 
And always ſome Pretence or other there was. But now 
we have got a great Kennel of Whelps, and the Devil 
will take care of 'em for ought I ſee. For your Sons are 
all Rogues, and your Daughters are all Whores, you know 
they are. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Fruit. What, are a grudging of your Pains 
now, you lazy, dogg. flegmatick Drone. You have 
2 mind to die of a Lethargy, have you but PII raiſe 
your Spirits for you, I will ſo. Get you gone home, 
; go home, you idle Sot, you; Vl raiſe your Spirits 
for you. [Exit, puſhing him before ber. 
Re-enter 
A/op. ſelus.] Monks, Attorneys, Scriveners, and Ex- 
men! 


Enter Oronces. 


Oron. O here he is. Sir, I have been ſearching for 
you, to ſay two Words to you. 


Hop. And now you have found me, Sir, what are 
b 
Oren. They are, Sir—that my Name's Oronces : You 


- comprehend me. 


hep. I comprehend your Name. 
Oron. And not my Buſineſs? 
A/op. Not I, by my troth. | 
— Then I ſhall endeavour to teach it you, Monſieur 
0p. 
Ajop. And I to learn it, Monſieur Oronces. 
Oron. Know, Sir---that I admire Euphronia. 
Zſop. Know, Sir---that you are in the right on't. 
Oron, But I pretend, Sir, that no Body elle ſhall ad- 
mire her. 
ep. Then I pretend, Sir, ſhe won't admire you. 
Oran. Why fo, Sir? 
A/op. Becauſe, Sir--- N 
Oron. What, Sir ? 
op. She's a Woman, Sir. 
Oran. What then, Sir ? 
A/ap. Why then, Sir, ſhe deſires to be admir'd by e- 
very Man ſhe meets. 
Oren. Sir, you are too familiar. 
Eſep. Sir, you are too haughty; I muſt ſoften that 
lh Tone of yours: It don't become you, Sir; it makes 
Gentleman appear a Porter, Sir: And that you may 
w the uſe of good Language, I'll tell you what once 


happen d. Once on a Time 


Oron. VI] have none of your old Wives Fables, Sir, I 


tave no time to loſe ; therefore in a Word--- 


A/op. 
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A/op. In a Word, be mild: For nothing elſe will do 


you Service. Good Manners and foft Words have 
brought many a difficult thing to paſe. Therefore hear 
me patiently. 


A Cook one Day, wwho had been drinking, 
(Onty as many times, you know, 
You ſpruce, young, witty Beaux will do, 
To avoid the dreadful pain of thinking) 
Had Orders fent bim to bebead 
A Gee, like any Chaplain fed. 
He took juch Pains to ſet his Knife right, 
"Thad done one good t have lgſ one's Life by't. 
But many Men have many Viinds, 
There's various Taftes in various Kind, ; 
A Swan (who by miflake he ſeia d) 
With wretched Life was better pleas'd: 
Far as be went to give the Bl, 
In tuneful Notes Se let bim tuo, 
She neither was a Goo e, nor wiſh'd 
To make ber Exit /i. 
The Cook (who theught of nought but Bload. 
Except it were the Greaſe, 
For that you know's his Fees ) 
Te bear ber fing, in great Amazement ſtood. 
Cad fb, — be, u well you ſpoke, 
Far I was juſt upon the Stroke + 
Your — have /o much of Goaſe, 
A diruuken Cook cou'd do no l/ 
Than think you one ; that you'll confe/5, : 
But y'bave a Voice /o ſoft, ſo feveet, 
That rather than you ſhall be eat, 
The Houſe fball lar ve for want of Meat : 
And ſi be turn d ber looſe. 


To Oron.] Now, Sir, what ſay you > will you be the 


Swan, or the Gooſe ? 


Oron. The Choice can't, ſure, be difficult to make ; 


I hope you will excuſe my youthful Heat, 
Young Men and Lovers have a claim to Pardon: 
But fince the Faults of Age have no ſuch Plea, 
I hope you'll be more cautious of offending. 
The Flame that warms Euphronia's Heart and mine, 


Has 
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Has long, alas! been kindled in our Breaſts : 


Bren Years were paſt ſince our two Souls were wed, 
"[wou'd be Adultery but to wiſh to part em. 
And wou'd a Lump of Clay alone content you, 
A Miſtreſs cold and ſenſleſs in your Arms, 
Without the leaſt Remains or Signs of Liſe, 
Except her ſighs, to mourn her abſent Lover? 
Whilſt you ſhou'd preſs her in your eager Arms, 
With fond Defire and Extafy of Love, 

Wou'd it not pierce you to the very Soul, 

Je ſee her Tears run trickling down her Cheeks, 
And know their Fountain meant 'em all to me? 
Cou'd you bear this? 

Yet thus the Gods revenge themſelves on thoſe 


Who ſtop the happy Courſe of mutual Love. 


If you muſt be unfortunate one way, 
Chooſe that where juſtice may ſupport your Grief, 
And ſhun the weighty Curſe of injur'd Lovers. 
Ajop. Why, this is pleading like a Swan indeed! 
Were any thing at Stake but my Euphronia — 
Oron. Your Eupbronia, Sir— 
hp. The Goofe—take heed 
Were any thing, I ſay, at Stake but her, 


Tour Plea wou d be too _ to be refus'd. 


But our Debate's about a Lady, Sir. 
That's young, that's beautiful, that's made for Love. 
o am not I, you'll ſay ? But you're miſtaken ; 
I'm made to love, tho? not to be belov'd. 
I have a Heart like yours; I've folly too : 
Ive every Inſtrument of Love like others. 
Oran. But, Sir, you have not been ſo long a Lover; 


| Your Paſſion's young and tender, 


Tis eaſy for you to become its Maſter : 


Whilſt I ſhou'd ſtrive in vain ; mine's old and fixt. 


Ep. The older 'tis, the eaſier to be govern'd ? Were 


nine of as long a ſtanding, twas poſſible I might get the 


better on't. Old Paſſions are like old Men; weak, and 
ſoon joſtled into the Kennel. | 


Oron. Yet Age ſometimes is ſtrong, even to the Verge 
Life. g 8 rge 


Aſop. Ah, but there our Compariſon don't hold. 
Uren, You are too merry to be much in love. 
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ſoap. And you too ſad to be ſo long. 

Oron. My Grief may end my Days, ſo quench my 
Flame, but nothing elſe can &er extinguiſh it. 

Abb. Don't be diſcourag'd, Sir, I have ſeen many a 
Man outlive his Paſſion twenty Years. 

Oron. But I have ſworn to die Eupbronia's Slave. 

A/op. A decay'd Face always abſolves a Lover's Oath. 

Oron. Lovers whoſe Oaths are made to Faces then: 
But 'tis Euphronia's Soul that I adore, which never can 


ay. 

Eſp. I wou'd fain fee a young Fellow in love with a 
Soul of Threeſcore. 

Oron. Quit but Euphronia to me, and you ſhall ; 
At leaft if Heaven's Bounty will afford us | 
But Years enow to prove my Conſtancy, 
And this is all I aſk the Gods and you. Exit Oron. 

A (op folus. 

A good Pretence however to beg long Life How 

olly do the Inclinations of the Fleſh impoſe upon the 
Siwplicicy of the Spirit! Had this young Fellow but ſtudyd 
Anatomy, he'd have found the Source of his Paſſion lay 
far from his Miftreſs's Soul. Alas! alas! Had Women no 
more Charms in their Bodies, than what they have in 
their Minds, we ſhould ſee more wiſe Men in the World, 
and much fewer Lovers and Poets. [Exit. 


— 
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Enter Euphronia, and Doris. 


Eupb. Eavens, what ist you make me do, Doris? Ap- 

ply myſelt to the Man I loath; beg Favours 
from him I hate; ſeek a Reprieve from him I abhor ; tis 
low, 'tis mean, 'tis baſe in me. 

Dor. Why, you hate the Devil as much as you do 
Efop, or within a ſmall matter, and ſhould you think it a 
Scandal to pray him to let you alone a Day or two, if he 
were going to run away with you; ha? 

Euph. I don't know what I think, nor what I fay, 
nor what I do: But ſure thou'rt not my Friend thus 10 
adviſe me. | | 


Dor. 
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Der. I adviſe ! I adviſe nothing; e'en follow | 
own way ; marry him, and make much of him. I 
a mind to ſee ſome of his Breed; if you like it, I like it: 
He ſhan't breed out of me only; that's all I have to take 
care of. 

Euphb. Prythee don't diſtract me. 

Dor. Why, to-morrow's the Day, fix'd and firm, you 
know it ; much Meat, little Order, t many Relations, 
few Friends, Horſe- play, Noiſe, bawdy Stories, all's 
ready for a complete Wedding. | 

Euph. Oh! what ſhall I do 

Der. Nay, I xnow this makes you tremble; and yet 
your tender Conſcience ſcruples to drop one hypocritical 
Curt'ly, and ſay, pray, Mr. Æſep, be fo kind to defer ir 
a few Days longer. 

Euph. Thou know'ſt I cannot diſſemble. 

Dor. I know you can diſſemble well enough when you 
ſhou'd not dot. Do you remember how you usd to 
plague your poor Oronces ; make him believe you loath'd 


him, when you cou'd have kiſsd the Ground he went 


on; affront him in all publick Places; ridicule him in all 
Company ; abuſe him wherever you went: And when 
you had reduc'd him withia an Ace of hanging or drown- 


ing. then come home with Tears in your Eyes, and cry, 


Now, Doris, let's go lock ourſelves up, and talk of my 
dear Oronces : Is not this true ? 

Euph. Yes, yes, yes. But, pr'ythee, have ſome Com- 
paſſion of me. Come, Pll do any thing thou bid' it me 
—What ſhall I fay to this Monſter? Tell me, and I'll 
obey thee. 

Dor. Nay, then there's ſome hopes of you. Why you 
muſt tell him — Tis natural to you to diſlike Foiks at firſt 
ſight: That fince you have conſider'd him better, you 
find your Averſion abated : That tho', perhaps it may 
be a hard matter for you ever to think him a Beau, you 
don't deſpair in time of finding out his Fe-ne.fgay quoy. 
And that on bother fide ; tho” you have n 
(as moſt young Women do) that nothing cou'd remove 
Your firſt Affection, yet you have very great hopesin the 
natural Inconſtancy of your Sex. Tell him, tis not 
impoiſible, a Change may happen, provided he gives you. 


ume: But that if he goes 1 you, there's another 


piece 


50 A S 0 P. 
piece of Nature peculiar to Women, which may chance 
to ſpoil all, and that's Contradiction: * Argument 
well in his Ears * He's 3 ng knows it has 
icht in it. In ſhort, w , whine, flatter, lye, \ 
— nothing; it's a moiſt Age, Women have Tears 
enow ; and when you have melted him down, and gain'd 
more time, we'll employ it in Cloſet-debates how to 
cheat him to the end of the Chapter. 
- . Eaph. Bunt you don't eonfider, Doris, that by this means 
I engage myſelf to him; and can't afterwards with 
Honour retreat. | 

Der. Madan, I know the World—Honour's a Jeſt, 
when Jilting's uſeful. Beſides, he that wou'd have you 
break your Oath with Oronces, can never have the Impu- 
dence to blame you for cracking your Word with himſelf. 
But who knows what may happen between the Cup and 
the Lip ? Let either of the old Gentlemen die, and we 
Tide trumphant. Wou'd | cou'd but fee the Stateſman 
fick a little, I'd recommend a Doctor to him, a Couſin of 
mine, a Man of Conſcience, a wiſe Phyfician ; tip but 
the Wink, he underftands you. | 

| Eaph. Thou wicked Wench, wou'dft poiſon him? 

Dor. | don't know what I wou'd do; I think, I ſtudy, 
I inventy and ſomehow I will get rid of kim. I do more 
for you, Fm fure, than you and your Knight-Errant do 
together for yourſelves. 

"Euph. Alas, both he and I do all we can ; thou 
know'ſt we do. 

Dor. Nay, I know y'are willing enough to LS to- 
gether ; but y'are a couple of helpleſs Things, Heaven 
knows. 

Euph. Our Stars, thou ſee'ſt, are bent to Oppoſition. 

Dor. Stars, —I'd fain ſee the Stars hinder me from 
running away with a Man I lik'd. 

Eb Ay, but thou know'ſt, ſhou'd I diſoblige my 
rages, he'd give my Portion to my younger Siiter. 

Der. Ay, there the Shoe pinches, there's the Love of 
the Age! Ah!—to what®an Ebb of Paſlion are Lovers 
funk i theſe Days! Give me a Woman that runs away 
with a Man, when his whole Eſtate's pack'd up in his 
Knap-ſack : That tucks up her Coats to her Knees ; and 
thro* thick and chro' thin, from Quarters to Camp, 

| trudges 


; 


* 
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a on, with a Child at her Back, another in 

her Arms, and a Brace in her Belly: There's Flame with 
a Witneſs, where this is the Effects ont. But we muſt 
have Love in a Feather-bed: Forſooth, a Coach and hx 
Horſes, clean Linen, and Cawdle ! Fie, for ſhame. O hg, 
here comes our Man. Now ſhew yourſelf a Woman, if 


you are one. 
Enter (op. 
A/op. I'm toid, fair Virgin, you deſire to ſpeak with me. 
Lovers are apt to flatter themſelves ; I take your Meſſage 


for a Favour. I hope 'twas meant fo. 


Euph. Favours trom Women are ſo cheap of late, Mea 
may expect em truly without Vanity. 
ip It the Women are ſo liberal, I think the Men 


are generous too on their Side: Lis a weil-bred Age, 


thank Heaven; and a deal of Civility there paſſes be- 
tween the two Sexes. What Service ist that I can do 


you, Lady? 


Eupb. Sir, I have a ſmall Favour to intreat you. 
ſap. What is't ; I don't believe I ſhall refuſe you: 
"Euph. What it you ſhou'd promiſe me you won't? 
bop. Why then I ſhou'd make a Divorſe between my 
good- breeding and my Senſe, which ought to be as ſacred 
a Knot as that of Wedlock. 
Euph. Dare you not truſt then, Sir, the thing you love? 
jap. Not when the thing | love don't love me: Never. 
| Dor. Truſt is ſometimes the way to be belov'd. ; 
ß. Ay, but tis oftner the way to be cheated. * 
Eupb. Pray promiſe me you'll grant my Suit. | 
Dor. "Tis a reaſonable one, I give you my word fort 
Aſop. If it be fo, I do promile to grant it. 
Der. That's ſtill leaving yourſelf Judge. 
ep. Why, who's more concern'd in the Trial? 
Der. But no Body ought to be Judge in their own Cauſe. 
FF A/op. Yet he that is ſo, is ſure to have no wrong done 
im. 
Dor. Bat if he does wrong to others, that's worſe. 
Aſp. Worſe for them, but not tor him. 
Dor. True Politician, by my troth! 
fab. Men mult be fo when they have to do with 
harpers. 


Euph. If I ſhould tell you then there were a Poſſibility 
E 2 I might 
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I might — t to love you d ſcarce belive me. 
s. I ſhow" n ſuſpect as a 


$ . 4 | 
Der. [fad.] Love and Wiſdom ! There's the Paſſion 
of the Ape again. 

Euph. You have liv'd long, Sir, and obſerv'd much: 
Did you never ſee Time produce ſtrange Changes ? 
ep. Amongſt Women, I muſt confeſs | have. 

Eusb. Why, I'm a Woman, Sir. 
Hes. Why, truly, that gives me ſome hopes. 

Enpb. I'll increaſe em, Sir; 1 have already been in 
love two Years. 

Der. And Time, you know, wears all things to tatters. 

sep. Well obſerv'd. f 

— 2 What if you ſhou'd allow me ſome to try what [ 
can do | 


be 


1 ©, hy, Why, truly, I wou'd have patience a Day or 

two, if there was as much Probability of my being your 
new Gallant, as perhaps there may be of changing your 
old one. | 

Dor. She ſhall give you fair Play ſor't, Sir; Op- 

portunity and Leave to prattle, and that's what carries 
moſt Women in our Days. Nay, ſhe ſhall do more for 
=_ You ſhall play with ber Fan; fqueeze her little 

inger ; buckle her Shoe; read a Romance to her in 
the Arbour ; and ſaunter in the Woods on a Moonfhiny 

Night. If this don't melt her, ſhe's no Woman, or you're 

© +, "ine | 

£LEfſop 'm not a Man to melt a Woman that way: I 
know myfelf, and know what they require. Tis thro' a 
Woman's Eye you pierce her Heart. And I've no Darts 
can make their Entrance there. ; 

Dor. You are a great Stateſman, Sir; but I find you 
know little of our Matters. A Woman's Heart is to be 
enter'd forty ways. Every Senſe ſhe has about her keeps 
a Door to it. With a Smock face, and a Feather, you 

get in at her Eyes With powerful Nonſenſe, in ſoft 

ords, you creep in at her Ears. An effenc'd Peruke, 
and a ſweet Handkerchief, let's you in at her Noſe. 

With a Treat, and a Box full of Sweet-meats, you li 

> in at her Mouth: And if you wou'd enter b her Senfs 

ol Feeling, tis as beaten a Road as the reſl. What think 


| S you 


but you 
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you now, Sit? There are more Ways to the Wood than one, 
lee 


Eko, Why, you're an admir2ble Pilot; I don't doubt 
have ſteei d many a Ship fafe to Harbour: But 
I'm an old ſtubborn Seaman ; I muſt fail by my own 
Compaſs till. 
Euph. And by your Obſtinacy, loſe your Veſſel. 
ßes. No: I'm juſt entring into Pott; we'll be married 
to-morrow. 
Enph. For Heaven's ſake defer it ſome Days longer; I 
cannot love you yet; indeed [ cannor. 
Eſep. Nor never will, I dare ſwear. 
Euph. Why then will you marry me? 
ß. Becauſe I love you. 
Euph. If you lov'd me, you wou'd never make me- 
miſerable. 
ZEſop. Not if I lov'd you for your ſake ; but I love you 
my own. 
Dor. afide.] There's an old Rogue for you. 
Euph. weeping. ] Is there no way left ! mult I be wretch- 
? 


ed 

AZ ſop. Tis but reſolving to be pleas'd. You can't ima- 
gine the Strength of Reſolution. I have ſeen a Woman 
reſolve to be in the wrong all the Days of her Lite ; and 
8 help of her Reſolution, ſhe has kept her Word to 
a tittle. | 

Eupb. Methinks the Subject we're upon ſhou'd be of 
weight enough to make you ſerious. 

£Eſop. Right : To-morrow Morning pray be ready: 


you'll find me fo: I'm ferious. Now I hope you are 


pleag'd. [Turning array from her. 
Euph. [Going off weeping and lea aing upon Daris,] 
Break Heart! For if thou hold'it, V'm miſerable. 

Dor. to Aſop.] Now may the Extravagan:e of a lewd 
Wite, with the Infolence of a virtuous one, join hand in 
hand, to bring thy grey Hairs to the Graye. 

= [ Exeunt Euphronia and Doris. 

ſap. My old Friend wiſhes me well to the lait, I fee. 
Enter Learchus baftily, falle by Oronces. 
Oren. Pray hear me, vir. 
Lear. Tis in vain, I'm refolv'd, I tell you. Moſt noble 
Afop, ſince you are * to accept of my poor Off- 


3 ſpring 
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— wad Conſort, be ſo charitable to my old Age, 
to deliver me from the Impertinence of Youth, by mak- 
ing her your Wife this inſtant ; for there's a Plot againſt 
my Life ; they have reſfolv'd to teaze me to Death to- 
night, that they may break the Match to-morrow Morn- 
ing. Marry her this inſtant, I intreat you. 
bp. This inſtant, ſay you! 
Lear. This inſtant; this very inſtant. 
LE /op. "Tis enough; get all things ready; I'll be with 
you in a Moment. | [Exit Flop. 
Lear. Now, what ſay you, Mr. Flame-fire ? I ſhall 
have the whip-hand of you preſently. 
Oron. Defer it till to-morrow, Sir. 
Lear. T hat you may run away with her to-night? Ha? 
— Sir, your moſt obedient humble Servant. Hey, who 
waits there? Call my Daughter to me: Quick. Ill give 
her her Diſpatches 2 
nier Euphronia. 
Eaph. D'ye call, Sir ? 
Luar. Yes, | do, Minx. Go ſhift yourſelf, and put 
on your beſt Clothes. You are to be marry'd: 
-  Euph. Marry'd, Sir? 
Lear. Yes, marry'd, Madam ; and that this inſtant too. 
Euph. Dear, Sir | 
Lear. Not a Word: Obedience and a clean Smock ; 
diſpatch. [Exit Eupbronia weeping. 
Learchus going off, turm to Oronces.] Sir, your molt 
obedient humble Servant. | 
Oren. Yet hear what I've to ſay. 
Lear, And what have you to fay, Sir ? 
Oren. Alas! I know not what I have to ſay! 
Lear. Very like ſo. That's a ſure ſign he's in love now. 
Oron. Have you no Bowels ? 
Lear. Ha, ha! Bowels in a Parent! Here's a young 
Fellow for you. Hark thee, Stripling ; being in a very 
merry Humour, I don't care if I diſcover ſome paternal 
Secrets to thee. Know then, that how humourſome, 
how whimſical ſcever we may appear, there's one fixt 
Principle that runs thro? almoſt the whole Race of us; 
and that's to pleaſe ourſelyes. Why do'ft think I got 
my Daughter ? Why, there was ſomething in't that pleaſ- 
ed me. Why doſt think I marry my Daughter? Why 
a 10 


— 
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to pleaſe myſelf ſtill. And what is't that pleaſes me ? 
Why, ay woe ; what do'ſt think it ſhou'd be? If 

Heese my Son-in-Law, he'll make me a Lord: If 

art my Son-in-Law thou'it make me a Grand- 

father. Now 1 having more mind to be a Lord than 

1 give my Daughter to bim, and not to 


you ? 
5; Not this. If it did, I'd give her to thee, and 
not to him. 25 : 
Oren. Do you think forc'd Marriage the Way to keep 
Women virtuous ? 7 
Lear. No; nor I don't care whether Women are vir- 
tuous or not. 
Oron. You know your Daughter loves me. 
Lear. I do fo. 
Oron. What, if the Children that AZ/op may happen to 
father ſhou'd chance to be begot by me ? 
Lear. Why, then Æſep wou'd be the Cuckold, not J. 
Oron. Is that your Care? 
Lear. Yes: I ſpeak as a Father. | 
Orow. What think you of your Child's Concern in to- 
ther World ? 
Lear. Why, I think it my Child's Concern, not mine. 
I ſpeak as a Father. : 
Oron. Do you remember you once gave me your Con- 
ſent to wed your Daughter. | 
Lear. I did. | 
Oron. Why did you ſo? | 
Lear. Becauſe you were the beſt Match that offer'd at 
that time. I did like a Father. 
ir Why — Sir, I'll do 8 Til make 
Jou your Ward, or cut your 
Lear. Who waits there, ha ? 
Enter Servants. 
Lear. Seize me that Bully there. Carry him to Pri- 
ſon, and keep him ſafe. [They ſeize bim. 
Oren. Why, you won't uſe me thus ? 
Lear. Yes, but I wilt tho“: Away with him. Sir, 
your moſt humble Servant: 1 wiſh you a good «+ 
| 5 


S I. 


1 and as far as a merry Dream goes, my Daughter's 
at your Service. 


Lear. [ſinging ] Dol, de to det, del, de tol dbl, Lilly 
 Burkighre's s lodg'd in a Bough. 
Enter a Troop of Muſicians, Dancers, &c 

. How now ! What have we got here ? 
Mof. Sir, we are a troop of trifling Fellows, Fiddlers, 
and Dancers, come to celebrate the Wedding of your fair 
Daughter, if your Honour pleaſes to giv =, ah 

Lear. With all my Heart : Bot wie he you take me 


for, Sir! Ha ? 
1 Muf. I take your Honour for our noble Governor of 


Lear. Governor of Syficus ; Gavernor of a Cheeſe- 
Cake! Tm Father-in-law to the great /E/op, Sirrah. [4!/ 
bow to him.] [ Afide. oy ſhall 75 a great Man. Come, 
tune your Fiddles ; — all things ready. 
-- oy Son-in-Law will ＋ here 2 ſhall be a great 


t Muſ. A great Marriage, Brother: What do'ſt think 
will be the end-an't ? 
2 Muf. Why, I believe we ſhall — Turns upon' t. 
This old Fellow here will turn Fool; his Daughter will 
turn Strumpet ; and his Son- in-Law will turn em both 
out of Doors. But that's nothing to thee nor me, fo 
long as we are paid for our Fiddling. So tune aways 
Gentlemen. 
1 Muf. D'ye hear, Trumpets! When the Bride ap- 
rs, falute her with a melancholy Waft. Twill ſuit 
Humour ; for I gueſs ſhe mayn't be over- well pleas d. 
Enter Learchus with ſeveral Friends, and a Prieſt. 
Lear. Gentlemen and Friends, y'are all welcome. [I 
have ſent to as many of you as our ſhort time wou'd give 
me leave, to defire you wou'd be Witneſſes of the Hon · 
our the great Æſep defigns ourſelf and Family. Hey ; 
who attends there? Go let my Daughter know I wait for 
her. (Exit Servant.] Tis a vaſt Honour that is done me, 
Gentlemen. 

2 Gent. It is, indeed, my Lord. 

Lear. [afide.] Look you there; if they don't call me 


my Lord already—1 ſhall be a great Man. 


S Exeunt Serv. with Oron. 


Enter 


Se 
D 
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in deep Mourning. 
| Lear. 1 13111 All in deep Mourn- 
ing! Here's a provoking or you. * 
rumpets Air till Æſop ap 
| k and then the Violim af Mende fois «+, 
| 75 ib Dreſs, Long Peruke, &c. a gan- 
eſs, U a 
| ge — all enter in an airy 


h Eſep. in an aſſected Tone to Euphronia.] Gad take my 
| Soul, Mame, I hope I ſhall pleaſe you now Gentlemen 
all, I'm your humble Servant. I'm going to be a very 
happy Man, you ſee. [To Euph.] When the heat of the 
| Ceremony's over, if your Ladyſhip pleaſes, Mame, Fll 


wait upon you to take the Air in the Park. Hey, Page ; 
let there be a Coach and fix Horſes ready inſtantly. [Ob- 
ſerving her Dreſs.) yow to Gad. Mame, I was fo 
taken up with my 
treme Fancy of 
Infinitely pretty, 
riety, and not at a 


ne, | did not obſerve the ex- 

ſhip's Wedding- Clothes 

to be ſavd; a World of Va- 

ety, - y. [Le Lear. ]---My dear Father- 
ig-Law, embrac 


| Lear. Your does me too much Honour. (a.) 
A dhalt de 2 an. 

AZſop. Come, Gentlemen, are all things ready? Where's 

the Prieſt ? 

Priefi. Here, my noble Lord. | 

ep. Moſt Reverend---Will you pleaſe to ſay Grace 
that may fall to, for 'm very hungry, and here's very 
| good Meat. But where's my Rival all this while? the leaſt 
ne can do, is to invite him to the Wedding. 
| Lear. My Lord, he's in Priſon. 
sp. In Priſon! how fo? 
' Lear. He wou'd have murder'd me. ; 
Efe. A bloody Fellow! But let's fee him however. 
Send for him quickly. Ha, Governor---that handſome 
Daughter of yours, I will ſo mumble her--- 

Lear. I ſhall be a great Man. 
Enter Oronces pinion'd and guarded. 
| 4Eſop. O ho, here's my Rival! Then we have all we 
$ want. Advance, Sir, it you pleaſe. I defire you'll do 
=.” | | me 


58 2 8-0 P. 
me the Favour to be a Witneſs to my Marriage, leſt one 
of theſe Days you ſhou'd take a fancy to diſpute my Wife 


with me. 
Oren. Do you then ſend for me to inſult me? "Tis baſe 


bb. T have no time now to throw away upon Points 
of Generoſity ; I have hotter Work upon my hands. 
Come, Prieſt, advance. | 

Leer. Pray hold him faſt there ; he has the Devil and 
all of Miſchief in's Eye. 
Afop. [is Euph.] Will your 2 pleaſe, Mame, 


to give me your fair Hand 
(She refuſes ber Hand. 
Lear. T'll give it you, my noble Lord, if ſhe won't. 


] A ftubbora, ſelf-will'd, tif-necked Strumpet. 
[ Learchus holds out ber Hand to KEſop, who takes it; 


Oronces fand A. fe Hd, and the Prieft be- 
42 Let my Rival ſtand next me: Of all Men I'd 


have him be alley d 
Oron. Bai barous inhuman Monſter ! 
Afop. Now, Prieſt, do thy Office. 
[ Flouriſh with the Trumpets. 
Prieft. Since the eternal Laws of Fate decree, 
That he, thy Huſband ; ſhe thy Wife ſhou'd be, 
May Heaven take you to its Care, 
May Jupiter look kindly down, 
Place on your Heads Contentment's Crown? 
And may his Godhead never frown 
Upon this happy Pair. 522 
[ 4s the Prieft pronounces the 21 
ces and Euphronia's Hs 
Oron. O happy Change! Bleiſings on Bleſſings wait on 
the grnerow E ſop. 
Happy, thrice happy, may you ever be, 
And 105 you think there's ſomething due to me, 
Pay it in mutual Love and Conſtancy. 
Eupb. to ÆEſop. ] You'll pardon me, moſt — 
If in the preſent Tranſports of my Soul, 
Which you yourſelf have by your Bounty caus'd, 
-My willing Tongue is ty'd from uttering 
The Thoughts that flow from a moſt grateful —_ 


ain of Trumpets. 
p joins Oron- 


©@VD & =»  . XA +a 
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Ee. For what Poe done I merit little thanks, 


Since what I've done, my Duty bound me to. 

I wou'd Father had acquitted his : 

But he who's ſuch a Tyrant o'er his Childien, 

To ſacrifice their Peace to his Ambition, 

Is fit to govern nothing but himſelf. | 
To Lear.] And therefore, Sir, at my return to Court: 

I ſhall take care this City may be ſway'd 

By more Humanity than dwells in you. 
Lear. af] I ſhall be a great Man. 
Euph to KEſop.] Had | not reaſon, from your conſtant 


To judge your Bounty, Sir, is infinite, 


I ſhou'd not dare to ſue for farther Favours : 


- But pardon me, if imitating Heaven and you, 
Leaſil | 


y forgive my aged Father, 
And beg that Z/op would forgive him too. 
| [ Kneeling to him. 
hep. The Injury he wou'd have done to you, was 
Ur indeed: But 'twas a Bleſſing he deſign'd tor me. 
therefore you can pardon him, I may. [To Lear.] 
Your injur'd Daughter, Sir, has on her Knees intreated 
for her cruel barbarous Father; and by her Goodneſs has 
obtain'd her Suit. If in the Remnant of your Days you 
can find out ſome way to recompenſe her, do it, that 
Men and Gods may pardon you, as ſhe and I have done. 
But let me ſee, I have one Quarrel ſtill to make up. 
Wher's my old Friend, Doris. ; 
Dor. She's here, Sir, at your Service ; and as much' 
uu Friend as ever ; true to her Principles, and firm to 
Miſtreſs. But ſhe has a much better Opinion of you 
now than ſhe had half an Hour ago. 
£LE op. She has reaſon : For my Soul appear d then as 
deform'd as my Body. But I hope now one may ſo far 
mediate for tother, that provided I don't make Love, the 
Women, won't quarrel with me; for they are worſe 
Enemies even than they are Friends. Come, Gentle- 
men, Þ]| humour my Dreſs a little longer, and ſhare with 
you in the Diverſions theſe boon Companions have pre- 
pard us. Let's take our Places, and ſee how they can 


divert us. ins 
op 


| Agr by my ay = pr penny 
laft he flops, and begins this Dialogue ; which they fing 
rogether. 

Old Man. 


Why ſ cold, and why ſo coy ? | 
What I want . 


— 
— . 


1 have in Love aud in Defere - 
To my Arms, my Love, my Toy ? 
Why cold, and why ſo coy ? 


Woman. 
*Tis Sympathy perhaps with you ; | 


- 


You are cold, and Pm ſo too. 
Old Man. 

My Years alone have froze my Blood ; 

Youthful Heat in Female Charms, | 

Glowing in my aged Arms, | 

Mei d melt it down once more ints a Flood. 
Woman. | 

Wamen, alas, like Flints, ne er burn alone ; 

To make a Virgin know 

There's Fire within the Stone, 

Some many Steel muſt body ftrile the Blow. | 


o aw, Dwuwtwwa i. l. " 


Old Man. 
me only with your Charms, 
Fl fad fn Man, . 
| You'll find I Hill can ſtrile, tho old : 

I only want your Aid to raiſe my Arm. | 
Enter a Youth, who ſeizes on the young Woman. 
Youth. 

Who talks of Charms, who talks of did? 
1 bring an Arm 
hes no Charm, 


To rexzs the Fire that's in a Maid. 
Retire Old Ape, finy 


inter be 


gone 
Bebold the youthful Spring comes gayly on. 


Here, 
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Here, bere's a Torch to light a Firgin's Fire, 
To my Arms, my Love my 17 ; - 
They're neither cold nor coy. «1 

| [She takes him in her Arms. 
The Seng and Dance ended, Eſop takes Euphronia and 

Oronces by the Hands, leading 2 ; 

oe. By this time, my youn r Couple, tis 
ng tee be Jad to Fe * perhaps You'll 
have 2 mind to go to Bed even without your Su ; 
for Brides and Bridegrooms eat little on their Weds ing- 
. But ſince if Matrimony were worn as "2 A 
io be, it wou'd perhaps fit eaſier about us than uſually ir 
does, I'll give you. one word of Counſel, and fo I ſhall 
releaſe you. When one is out of Humour, let the other 
be dumb. Let your Diverſions be fuch that both may 
have a ſhare in em. Never let Familiarity exclude Re- 
ſpe, Be clean in your Clothes, but nicely ſo in your 
Perſons. Eat at one Tabe, lie in one Room, but ſleep 
in two Beds: I'll telljthe Ladies why, 

Tornting to the Boxes. | 
In the ſprightly Month of May,. 


When Malis and Females ſport and play, 

And I and toy away the Day; | 

An eager Sparrow and bis Mate, : 
 Chirping on a Tree were ſat, 

Full of Lowe — —and full of Prate. c 

They ta/k'd of nothing but their Fin es, 

Of raging Heats, and firong Deſires, 
; Of eternal Conflancy; & 

How true and faithfu they wwou'd be, 

Of this and that, and end/eſs Toys, 

An1 a thouſand mare ſuch Toys : 

The only thing they apprebended, 

— as that their 2 * be fo ſhort, 

bey cou'd not finiſh hu, their art 

Before their 2 har ended, * 

But as from Bough to Bough they reve, 
They chanc'd at laſt 

In furious haſte, | 

On a Twig with Bird.ime ſpread, 
Han of a more downy Bed) 
To act a Scene of Love. 

F 


The} 
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Fatal it prov d to beth their Fires. | 
For the at length they broke away,  _ g 


And band the School- Boy of his 
# hich made bim weep the , ay, 
in the haſty firife, 
Was £7 to bi; dear Wife, 
That the" he nid his utmoſt Art, _ 
He quickly feund it was in vain, 
To put himpelf to farther Pain, 8 
never more muſt part. 


ph tat treat; pm, 1 5 


He —— n 
11747 t 
1498 — wie Fl, 
She liſt d bm of? againſt bi: 
Abroad, at heme, n | 
oernubelm'd her Lord. 


So Back to Back , VE 
But the mute 222 WAS 


D | 
ber Sparrows are but ill-bred Bird: ) 
That be already had enjoy'd 

So much, that iroly be was chy'd. 
. 

D lo bearty Prayers, 
A Tofile 24 K ome ate Tears, 
1255 fell — the Ears, 

Aud ne er were fond again. 


2E 5 0 P 


Nee 


Z Jp E LL, People, who are all you ? 
Hees. ! Whar Players ? 

: * Why, Sir, we are Stage-Players, that's our Cal- 
8 


too; 1 
y upon the Flute; we 
y upon the Town ; and 


ling: Tho? we play upon other things 

play upon the Fiddle ; forge 

play upon one another ; we 

we play upon the Patentees. 
ſop. Patentees ! Pr ythee, what are they? 

Play. Why, they are, Sir—Sir, they are—! Cod 1 
don't know what they are— Fiſh or PFleſh— Maſters or 
Servants—Sometimes one—Sometimes tother, I think 
Juſt as we are in the Mood. 
ep. Why, 1 thought they had a lawful Authority 
over you. 

Ply. Lawful Authority, Sir—Sir, we are free-born 
Engliſhmen, we care not for Law nor Authority neither, 
when we are out of Humour. 

Ee. But I think they pretended at leaſt to an Autho- 
rity over you; pray upon what Foundation was it built? 

Play. Upon 2 rotten one—if you'll believe us. Sir, 
Pil tell you what the Projectors did: They embark'd 
twenty thouſand Pound upon a leaky Veſſel——She was 
built at Whitehall; | think” they call'd her the Pa- 
tent—ay, the Patent : Her Keel was made of a Broad 
Seal—and the King gave 'em a white Staff for their 
Main-Maſt. She was a pretty tight Frigate to look up- 
on, indeed: They ſpar'd nothing to ſet her off; they 
2 ber, and painted her, an gg, and gunn'd 

And fo ſent — a Privateering. But the firſt Storm 
that blew, down went the Maſt, alhore went the ſhip— 
Crack lays the Keel, Mercy cry'd the Pilot; but the 
Wind was ſo high, his Pray'rs cou'd not be heard 
ſo they ſplit upon a Rock — that lay hid under a Petti- 
coat. 


Sen. A very fad Story, this ; but what became of the 
Ship's Company ? 18 
F 2 Play. 


we were better mann'd than 
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Play. Why, Sir, your humble Setvants here, who were 
the Officers, and the beſt of the Sailors— (little Ben a- 
6 the reſt) ſeiz'd on a ſmall Bark that lay to our 
„and away we put to Sea again. To ſay the truth, 
'd, and Ammunition 


was plaguy ſcarce amongſt us— However, a cruiſing we 
went, and ſome petty at Prizes we have made ; but 


the Bleſſing of Heaven not being among us— Or how the 


Devil tis, I cannot tell; but we are not rich. | 
eb. Well, but what became of the reſt of the Crew ? 
Play. Why, Sir, as for the Scoundrels, they, your 

ſtuck by the Wreck. "The Captain gave them 

Bread and Cheeſe, and good Words---He told them, if 

they wou'd patch her up, and venture other Cruiſe, he'd 


ou ws all; ſo to work they went, and to Sea they 


t her. 

ZE/op. I hope he kept his word with em. 

Play. That he did ; he made the Boatſwain's Mate 
Lieutenant: he made the Cook Doctor: He was forc'd 
to be Purſer, and Pilot, and Gunner bimſelf ; and the 
Swabber took Orders to be Chaplain. 

Mop. But with ſuch unſkiltul Officers, I'm afraid, 
they'll hardly keep above Water long. 
lay. Why truly, Sir, we care not how ſoon they are 

under: But curſt Folks thrive, I think. I know nothing 
elie that makes em ſwim. T ſure by the Rules of Na- 
vigation, they ought to have over-ſet long fince ; for they 
carry a great deal of Sail, and have very little Ballaſt. 
ee I'm afraid you ruin one another. I fancy if you 

were all in a Ship together again, you'd have leſs Work, 
and more Profit. 

Play. Ah, Sir---we are reſolved we'll never ſail under 
Captain Patentee again. | 

ep. Priythee, why ſo? 

Play. Sir, he has us'd us like _ 

Nan. —— And Bitches too, Sir. | 
es Tm ſorry to hear that; pray how was't he treat- 
ed you ? 

Play. Sir tis impoſlible to tell; he us'd us like the Exg- 
Iiſb at Amboyna ———— 

ZEjop. But I wou'd know ſome Particulars: Tell me 
what twas he did to you? Pla 


"I 


1 Ve. Sir, my Huſband tells you Truth —— _ 
122 — may ; but what other Wrongs did 
you 
1 Ven. Why, Sir, he did not treat me with 12 
dwas not one Day in three he would fo much as me 
good-morrow | 
2 Wom. Sir, he invited me to Dinner, and never drank 


1 N. Then be cock'd his Hat at Mrs. Perc. 

2 Nen. Yes, and told Mrs. Slippery he had as good a 
Face as ſhe had. 

A/ep. Why, theſe were infufferable Abuſes— 

2 Play. Then, Sir, I did but come to him one Day 
and tell him I wanted fifty Pound, and what do you think 
he did by me, Sir--- Sir, he turn'd round upon his Heel 
like a Top--- 

1 Play. But that was nothing to the Affront he put up- 
on me, Sir. I came to him, and in very civil words, as 
I thought, defir'd him to double my Pay: Sir, would you 
believe it ? He had the Barbarity to aſk me if | intended 
to double my Work; and becauſe I told him no, Sir 
he did uſe me, good Lord, how he did uſe me. 

AZ/op. Pr'ythee how? 

1 Why be walk d off, and anfwer'd me never a 
Word. | | 
ßes. How had you Patience? 

1 Play. Sir, J had not Patience. I ſent him a Chal- 
lenge; and what do you think his Anſwer was---he ſent 


me word I was a ſcoundrel Son of a Whore, and he wou'd 
only fight me by Proxy--- 


LE ſop. Very fine 


17 1 Play 
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very roundly tells us--- That for the future, no Purchaſe, 
no Pay. They that wou'd not work ſhou'd not eat---Sir, 
we at firſt aſk'd him cooly and civilly---why ? His anſwer 
was. becauſe the Town wanted Diverſion, and he want- 
ed Money---Our Reply to this, Sir, was very ſhort ; but 
I think to the purpoſe. | 

De. What was it 

1 Play. It was, Sir, that ſo we wallow'd in Plenty and 
2 — and he might be damn d This, Sir, 
is the true Hi of our Separation and we 1 
ſtand our Friend * 

ep. Vil tell you what, Sirs — 


1 ance a Pack of Beagles knew--- 
That much reſembled I know who ; 
With à goed Huntſman at their Tail, 
In full Command, 
With Whip in Hand, 
They'd run apace 
The Chear ful Chace, 
And of their Game were ſeldom known to fail. 
" But being at length their chance to find 
* A Huntſman of a gentler Kind, 
They ſoon perceiv'd the Rein was ſlack 
The Ward went quickly thro! the Pack--- 
They one and all cry'd Liberty ; 
T his happy Moment we are free, 
Vell range the Woods, 
Like Nymphs and Gods, 
And ſpend our Mouths in praiſe of Mutiny. 
With that old Jowler trots away, 
And Bowman „angles out his Prey; 
Thunder bellowd thro' the Wood, 
And ſwore he'd burft his Guts with Blood. 
Venus #ript it der the Plain, 
With boundleſs Hopes of houndleſs Gain. 
Juno, ſe ſlipt down the Hedge, 
But left her ſacred Word for Pleage ; 
' That all jhe pickt up by the by--- 

$howd to the publick Treaſury. 
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And well they might rely upon her ; 
e 


It woes the Dowil bad A the Ground, 
And brought the Seed from Hell. 
The Pack divided, nothing throve : 
Went ard Miſery allendore, 

ant and Mi dpi pant, 
When they bad toitd the live-long day, 
And came at Night to wiew their Prey, 
Oft alas ſo ill they d ſped, 

hat half went ſupperleſs to Bed. 
At length they all in Council ſate, 
Where at a very fair Debate, 
It was agreed at 
That Slavery with Eaſe and Plenty, 
When Hounds were ſomething turn'd of twenty, 
Was much à better Fate, 
Than 'twas to work and faſt. 


1 Play. Well, Sir---and what did they do then ? 

E fop. Why they all went home to their Kennel 
If you think they did wiſely, you'll — 
their Exam [ Exit TP 

1 Play. Well, Beagles, what think you t d 
Gentleman's Advice 7 

2 Ven I think he's a little ugly Philoſopher, and talks 
like a Fool. 

1 Play. Ay, why there's it now ! If he had been a 
tall Yon. Bom Blockhead, be had talk'd like a wiſe Man. 

2 Wom. Why, do you think, Mr. Fowler, that we'll 
ever join again ? 

1 Play. I do think, ſweet Mrs. Juno, that if we do 
not join again, you muſt be a little free'r of your Car- 


caſe than you are, or you muſt bring down your Pride 
to a Serge Petticoat. 


1 Mom. And do you think, Sir, after the Affronts I 
have receiv'd, the Patent and I can ever be Friends ? 


1 Play, 
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1 Play. 1 do think, Madam, that if 


Intereſt had 


not been more affronted than your Face, Patent and 
you had never been Foes. | 

1 Nen. And fo, Sir, then you have ſerious Thoughts 
of a Reconciliation ? | 


1 Play. Madam, I do believe I may. 

1 Wom. Why then, Sir, give me leave to tell you, 
that—make it my Intereſt, and Fl have ſerious Thoughts 
on't too. 

2 Wom. Nay, if you are thereabouts, I deſire to come 
into the Treaty. | ; 

3 Play. And I. 

4 Play. And J. 

2 Play. And I. No ſeparate Peace. None of your 
Turin Play, I beſeech you. 

1 Play. Why then, ſince you are all ſo Chriſtianly diſ- 
poſed—1 think we had beſt adjourn immediately to our 
Council-Chamber ; chooſe ſome potent Prince for Medi- 
ator and Guarantee—Fix upon the Place of Treaty, 
diſpatch our Plenipo's, and whip up the Peace like an 

For under the Roſe, my Confederates, here is 
ſuch a damn'd Diſcount upon our Bills, I'm afraid, if 
we ſtand it out another Campaign, we muſt live upon- 
ſlender Subſiſtence. Exeunt.. 


Enter Aſop ; and a Country Gentleman, who walks to and: 


re, looking angrily upon E 
op. Hale you = Sate with *. 
Gent. ——I cant't tell whether I have or not. 
ep. You ſeem difturb'd, Sir. 
Gent. I'm always fo at the fight of a Courtier. 
Sep. Pray what may it be, that gives you ſo great aw 
Antipathy to 'em ? 
Gent. Profeſſion. 
Aſeb. What's that ? 
Gent. Honeſty. 3 
Hep. Tis an honeſt Proſeſſion. I hope, Sir, for the 
general * Mankind, you are in ſome publick Em- 
ment 
Gent. So I am, Sir, —no Thanks to the Court. 
Hep. You are then, I ſuppote, employ'd by 
Gent. My Country. 
hep. Who have made you ——— 


Gent. 


— 
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| Gent. A Senator. | L 
e. Sir, | reverence you. [ Bowing. 
Gent. Sir, you may reverence as low as you pleaſe ; 
but I ſhall ſpare none of you. Sir, I am entruſted by 
my Country with above ten thouſand of their Grievances, 
and in order to redreſs them, my Deſign is to hang ten 
thouſand Courtiers. ' 
Ab. Why, 'tis making ſhort work, I muſt confeſs; 
but are you ſure, Sir, that wou'd do't ? 
Gent. Sure, — Ay, ſure. 
e How do you know? 
Sent. Why, the whole Country ſays fo, and I at the 
Head of em. Now let me ſee who dares ſay the contrary. 
ee. Not I, truly. But, Sir, if you won't take it 
ill, I'll aſk you a Quſtion or two. | 
Gent. Sir, I ſhall take ill what | pleaſe. And 1 
a Courtier of all pretend the contrary, I ſay, its a 
Breach of Privilege No put your Queſtion.if you think fit 
hep. Why then, Sir, with all due to your 
Character, and your Privilege too, I wou'd be glad to 
know what you chiefly complain of ? 
Gent. Why, Sir, 1 do chiefly complain, that we have 
A great many Ships, and very little Trade ; 
A great many Tenants, and very little Money ; 
A great many Soldiers, and very little fighting ; 
A great many Gazettes, and little good News ; 
A great many Stateſmen, and very little Wiſdom : 
A great many Parſons, and not an Ounce of Religion. 
hp. Why truly, Sir, I do confeſs theſe are Grievances 
very well worth your redreſſing. And I perceive you are 
truly ſenſible of our Diſeaſes, but Pm afraid you ate a 
little out in the Cure. | 
Gent. Sir, I perceive you take me for a Country-Phy- 
fician : but you ſhall find, Sir, that a Country-Doctor is 
able to deal with a Court-Quack ; and to ſhew you that 
I do underſtand ſomething ot the State of the Body-Poli- + 
tick, I will tell you, Sir, that | have heard a wiſe ſay, 
the Court is the Stomach of the Nation, in which, if the 
Buſineſs be not thoroughly digeſted, the whole Carcaſe will 
be in diſorder. Now, Sir, [ do find by the Feebleneſs of 
the Members, and the Vapours that fly into the Head, 
that the ſame Stomach is full of Indigeflions, which * 
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be remov'd : And therefore, Sir, I am come Poſt © 
'Fown with my Head full of Corus Metallorum, and de- 
Ot Si, the Phyſck you tho 
Does. you mention, 

ſometimes, is of too violent a Nature to — 
—— Pm afraid you are a little too 


rath in in your Preſcriptions. Is it not 1 you may be 


miſtaken in the Cauſe of the Diſtemper ? 
Gent. Sir, I do not think it pothble I ſhou'd be miſ- 
taken in any thing, 
2 . 
o, Si 

Ae. Have you been much about Town? 
Gent. No, Sir. 
Ep. Have you convers'd much with Men of Buſineſs? 

Gent. , 

ſoap. Have you made any ſerious Eaqui into the 
profent Diſorder? of the Nation ” 

Gent. No, Sir. 

e. Have you ever heard what the Men now em- 
ploy in Bu "jg have to ſay for themſelves ? 


n 
a for the preſent Diſorders in your Affairs? 

Gent. I'll tell you bow I know. 

LEſop. I would be glad to hear. 

Gent. Why, I know by this—I know it, I ſay, by this 
that Pm ſure on't - And to give you Demonſtration that 
Pm ſure on't, there is not one Man in a good Poſt in the 
— Fd give my Vote to hang him: Now I 
are convinc'd. 
ys Example: the firſt Miniſter of State, why 
wou'd you hang him ? 

Gent. Becaute he gives bad Counſel. 
Afop. How do you know ? 
Gent. Why they ſay ſo. 

Afop. And who would you put in his room ? 

Gent. One that would give better. 

Des Who's that? 

Gent. Myſelf. 
ht The Secretary of State, why wing 


Gent. 


. And who would you have ſucceed him 
My Uncle. N 
Dep. The Admiral, why would you hang him? 
Gent. Becauſe he has not deſtroy'd the Enemies Ships. 
Afop. How dd you kao he could do it? 
„I believe ſo. 0 

And who would you have command in his ſtead? 
. My Brower. 
op. And the General, why would hang him ? 
Gent. Becauſe he took ne er a Town laft Campaign. 
AEſep. And how do you know it was in his power? 

Gent. Why I don't care a Souſe whether 'twas in his 
power or not. But I have a Son at home, 2 brave chop- 
ping Lad ; he has been Captain in the Militia theſe 
twelve Months, and I'd be to ſee him in his Place. 
What do ye ftare for, Sir? ha! I'gad I tell you he'd 
ſcour all to the Devil. He's none of your Fencers, none 
of your ſa-ſa Men. Numphs is downright, that's his 
Play. You may ſee his Courage in his Face : He has a 
bo Cheeks like two Bladders, a Noſe as flat as your 

d, and a Forehead like a Bull. 

fe. In ſhort, Sir, I find if you and your Family were 
provided for, things would ſoon grow better than they do. 

Gent. And { they wou'd, Sir. Clap me at the head 
of the State, and Nurpbs at the head of the Army: 
He with his Cub. Muſquet, and I with my Club-Head- 
piece, we'd ſoou put an end to your Buſineſs. 

ſep. I believe you wou'd indeed. And therefore 
fince I happen to be acquainted witii your extraordinary 
Abilities, I am reflv'd to give the King an Account of 
you, and employ my Intereſt with him, that you and 
your Son may have the Poſt you defire. | 

Gent. Will you, by the Lord * 
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Sir----the only honeſt Courtier that ever I met with in 
my Life. ; 


Deep. But, Sir, when I have done you this mighty 
piece of Service, I ſhall have a ſmall Requeſt to beg of 
you, which I hope you won't reſuſe me. 

Gent. What's that? ? op 

Afop. Why is in behalf of the two Officers who 
to be diſplac'd to make room for you and your Son. 

Gent. The Secretary and the WW 

Hep. The ſame. "Tis pity they ſhould be quite out 
of Bufineſs : 1 muſt therefore defire you'll let me recom- 
mend one of em to you for your Bailiff, and t'other for 

Huntſman. 5 8 0 | | 

Gent. My Bailiff and my Huntſman !---—--Sir, that's 
not to be granted. | | 
i Pray why! | 

Gent. Why ?-----Becauſe one wou'd ruin my Land, 
and Yother ſpoil my Fox- Hounds. 

e. Why do you think ſo? | 

Gent. Why do I think fo !---- Theſe Courtiers will 
the fr Qveſtions- Why, Sir, do you think that 
Men up to the ſtate or the Army, can underſtand 
the Buſineſs of Ploughing and Hunting? 

Efes. I did not know but they might. 

Gent. How cou'd you think fo ? 

fes. Becauſe I fee Men bred up to Ploughing and 
WP underſland the Buſineſs of the State and the 

7. | 
- Gent. I'm ſhot---I ha'n't one Word to ſay for myſelf--- 
I never was ſo caught in my Life. | 


- ZEfep. I perceive, Sir, by your Looks, what I have 


ſaid has made ſome Impreſſion upon you; and would 
perhaps do more if you wou'd give it leave. [Taking his 
Hand.) Come, Sir, tho' I am a Stranger to you, I can 
be your Friend; my Favour at Court does not hinder 
me from being a Lover of my Country. Tis my Na- 
ture, as well as Principle, to be pleaſed with the Proſpe- 


rity of Mankind. I wiſh all things happy, and my Study * 


is to make them ſo. 

The Diſtempers of the Government (which I own are 
great) have employ'd the ſtretch of my A 
and the deepeſt of my Thoughts, to penetrate the Cauſe, 


and 


N 
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and to find out the Remedy. But alas ! all the Product 
of my Study is this ; That I find there is too near a Re- 
ſemblance between the Diſeaſes of the State and thoſe of 
the Body, for the moſt rt Miniſter to become a greater 
Maſter in one than the College is in Yother : And bow 
far their Skill extends, you may ſee by this Lump upon 
my Back. Allewances in all Profeſſions there muſt be, 
ſince tis weak Man that is the weak Proſeſſor. Believe 
me, Senator, for I have ſeen the Proof on't ; The longeſt 
Beard amongſt us is a Fool. Cau'd you but ſtand behind. 
the Curtain, and there obſerve the ſecret Springs of 
State, you'd ſee in all the Good or Evil that attends it, 
ten Ounces of Chance for one Grain either of Wiſdom 
or R . 

You'd ſee, perhaps a venerable Stateſman fit faſt 
aſleep in a great downy Chair; whilſt in that ſoft Vaca- 
tion of his Thought, blind Chance (or what at leaſt we 
blindly call fo) ſhall fo diſpoſe a thouſand ſecret Wheels, 
that when he awakes, he needs but write his Name, to 
publiſh to the World ſome bleſt Event, for whick his 
Statue ſhall be rais'd in Braſs. f 

Perhaps a Moment thence, you ſhall behold him tor- 
turing his Brain; his Thoughts all ſtretcht upon the Rack 
for — Service. The live-long Night, when all 
the World's at reſt, Conſum'd in Care, an watching for 
their Safety, when by a Whirlwind in his Fate, in ſpight 
of him, ſome miſchief ſhall befall em, for which a furious 
Sentence ftrait ſhall paſs, and they ſhall vote him to the 
Scaffold. Even thus uncertain are Rewards and Puniſh- 
ments; and even thus little do the People know, when 
tis the Stateſman merits one or tother. 

Gent. Now I do believe I am beginning to be a wile 
Man; for I never till now perceived I was a Fool. But 
do you then really believe, Sir, our Men in Buſineſs do 
the beſt they can. 

£E/ep. Many of em do: Some perhaps do not. But 
this you may depend upon; he that is out of Bulineſs is 
the worſt Judge in the World of him that is in : Firſt, 
Becauſe he ſeldom knows any thing of the Matter : And 
Secondly, becauſe he always deſires to get his Place. 

Gent. And fo, Sir, you turn the Table upon the 
Plaintiff, and lay the Fool 0 Knave at his Door. 


/op. 
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bp. If I do him wrong, I'm forry fort. Let him 
examine himſelf, he'll find whether I do or nor. 
| | [Exit Eſop. 
Gent. ——Examine !——T think I have had enough 
of that already. There's nothing left, that I know of, 
but to give Sentence: And truly I think there's no great 
difficulty in that. A very preity fellow I am indeed! 
Here am I come bellowing and roaring two hundred 
Miles Poſt to find myſelf an Aſs; when with one quarter 
of an Hour's Conſideration. I might have made the ſelf- 
ſame Diſcovety, without going over my Trefhold. 
Well! if ever they ſend me on their Errand to reform 
the State again, Fil be damn'd;. But this Il do: Pl 
home and reform my Family, if I can : Them Pm 
ſure I know. There's my Father's a peeviſh old Cox- 
comb: There's my Uncle's a drunken old Sot : There's 
my Brother's a.cowardly Bully: Son Numpbs is a lubberly 
Whelp: Tue a great ramping Daughter, that ſtares like 
a Heifer ;; and a. Wife that's a flatternly Sow. [Exit. 
Enter a young, gay, airy Beau, who flands ſmiling con- 


temptuouſly upon ÆEſop. 
Aſop. Well, Sir, what are you ? 
Beau. A Fool. 
Zſop. That's impoſſible ; — for if thou wer't, thoud'ſt | 
think thyſelf a wiſe Man. . | 
Beau. So I do— Thie is my own Opinion—t'other's 
my Neighbour's. [Walking airily about. 
ep. gazing after him.) Have you any Buſineſs with 
me, Sir 
Beau. Sir, I have Buſineſs with nobody, Pleaſure's 
my Study. | 
Hep. aſide.] An odd. Fellow this ?—Pray, Sir, who 
are you ? 


Beau. I can't tell 
Mop. ——Do you know who Lam? | 
Beau. No, Sir: I'm a Favourite, at Court, and I nei- | 
ther know. myſelf, nor any Body elſe. 
Zſop. Are you in any Employment? 
au. Yes 
bp. What ist? | 
Beau. I don't know the Name on't. 
ep. You know the Buſineſs on't, I hope? 


Beau. That I do—the Buſineſs of it is - to - put in a 
Deputy and receive the Money ? 
eb. ——Pray what may be your Name? 
Beau. Empty. 
Hep. Where do you live? 
Bean. In the Side-Box. 
ßes. What do you do there? 
Beau. I ogle the Ladies. 
Aſop. To what Purpoſe ? 
Beau. To no Purpoſe. 
Aſop. Why then do you do it? 
Bean, Becauſe they like it, and I like it. 
AMſop. Wherein conſiſts the Pleaſure ? 
Beau. In playing the Fool. 
Aſap. — —Pray, Sir, what Age are you? 
Bean. Five twenty my Body ; my Head's about 


fifteen. 
Z&/jop. Ts you Father living? 


Beau. Dead, thank God. 

A ſep. Has he been long ſo? 

Beau. Poſitively yes. Oye 

LEſop. Where were brought u 

— At School. EN 2 

LE /op. What School ? 

Beau. The School of Venus. 

Deb. Were you ever at the Univerſity ? 

Bean. Les. Wk RW 

Abe. What Study did you follow there ? 

Beau. My Bedmaker. 

ep. How long did you ſtay ? 

Beau. Till I had loſt my Maidenhead. 

A ſop Why did you come away? 

Beau. Becauſe | was expell d. 

ben. Where did you go then? 

Beau. To Court. 1 

£Efop. Who took care of your Education there? 

Beau. A Whore and a Dancing-Maſter. 

Aſop. What did you gain by them? 

Beau. A Minuet, and the Pox. 

ſep. Have you an Eſtate ? 

Beau. I had. 

LE ſop. What's become on't ? 
A Beau. 
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— In a Twelvemonth. 

en. But how ? 

Beau. Why, in Dreſſing, Drinking, Whoring, Claps, 
Dice, and Scriveners. , What do you think of me now, 
old Gentleman ? 

ep. Pray what do you think of yourſelf? 

Beau. I don't think at all: I know how to PS np 
time better. | 

Aſop. Are you married ? 

1 No---have you ever a kale une then 
me 

Afop. She would be well beſtow d. 

Beau, Why, I'm a ſtrong young Dog, you old Put 
you: She may be worſe coupled— 

Shep. Have you then a mind 2 Sir ? 

Beau. Yaw, myn Heer. 

LE ſep. What wou'd you do with her? | 

Beau. Why, I'd take care of her Affairs, tid her of 
all her Troubles, her Maidenhead, and her Portion. 

1 And pray what fort of Wife wou d you be wil- 

row yourſelf away upon? | 

83 Why, upon one that has Youth, Beauty, Qua- 
lity, Virtue, Wit and Money. 

fp. And how may you be qualified yourſelf, to back 
you in your Pretenfions to ſuch a. one? 

Bean. Why, I am qualived' with a Perriwig---2 
Snuff- box---a Feather---a---ſmooth Face---a Fool's Read 
— and a Patch. 

8 one Queſtion more: What Settlements can 
you m 

Bean. Settlements !---Why, if ſhe be a very great 
Heireſs indeed, I believe I may ſettle---myſelf upon her 
for Life, and my Pox upon her Children for ever. 

Mop. — you may expect Fl ſerve you, if 
it lies in my way. But I wou'd not have you rely too 


much upon your Succeſs, becauſe People ſometimes are 
miſtaken--- 


An Ape 
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te the there woar of nimble Parts, 

A great lutruder into Hearts, 

At briſk, and CA, an! full of Air, 

As you, or 1, or any here; 

Rich in his Drejs, of /p/ondid Shen, 

And ait an Heu litt are Brau 

Eternal Wirth ua: i Wis Fuce; 

W ber he rent, 

He va: content, 

So Feriure bai out hind'y jen! 

Some Ladies and a Leoking-glaſe. 

Encouragement they ainvays gave ie, 

Ercour apement 70 hay the Foot ; 

For ſoon they found it was a Tool, 

Mou il hardly be o much in Love, 

But thet the mumbliny of a Glove, 

Or tearing of a Fan, tuos d ſave him. 
Theſe 122 he accet!s as 

Of Feats done By bis Wit and Youth ; 

He gives their Freedim gone for ever, 

Concludes each Female Heart undone, 

Except that very Heppy One, 

To wwhich he'd pleaſe to do the Favour. 

In ſhort, fa ſmooth his matters went, 


He gueſs'd, where er his Thoughts were bent, 


The Lady he muſt carry. 

So put on a fine new Cravat, 

He comb'd bis Wig, he cock'd his Hat, 

Aud gave it out, be'd marry. 

But here, alas ! he found to's Cuff. 

He had reckon'd long wcithout bis Hoſt : 

For whereſoe'er he made ib Attack, 

Por Pug with Shame was beaten back. 
The firſt fair She, ke bad in Chace, 

Ila; a youug Cat, extremely rich, 

Fler Mather was a noted Witch ; 

So. had the Daughter prev'd but Cvil, 

Fl: had been related to the Dewil. 

But wwhen be came 

To urge hi; Flame, 

She ſeratebd him o'er the Face. 
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With that he went among the Bitches, 
Such as had Beauty, Wit und Riches, 
And ſtuore Miſs Maulkin, to ber Coft, 
Shou'd quickly fee what ſhe had bf : 
But the poor unlucky Stain 
Miſi'd his Shepperdeſs again; 
His Fate was to miſcarry, 
It as his Dejiiny to find, 
That Cats and Dogs are of a mind, 
When Monkeys come to marry. 


Beau. 'Tis very well ;---"Tis very well, old Spark, I 
ſay tis very well. Becaufe I han't a pair of plod Shoes, 
and a dirty Shirt, you think a Woman won't venture up- 
on me for a Huſband--- Why now to ſhew you, old Father, 
ho little you Philoſophers know of the Ladies, I'll tell 
you an Adventure of a Friend of mine. 


A Ban, a Bob-Wit, and a Feather, 
Attack'd a Lady's Heart together, 
"The Band in a moſt Learned Plea, 
Made up of deep Philoſophy, 
Fold ber, if ſhe wwou'd pleaſe to wed. 

A Reverend Beard, and take inflead 
Of wigareus Youth, 

Old folemn Truth, 

TVith Books and Morals into Bed, 
How hay fhe ⁊von d be. 

The Beb he tall d of Management, 
What wondrous Bleſſings Heaven ſent 
On Care, and Pains, and Induftry ; 
Aud truly he muſt be in free, 

To own he thought your airy Beaux, 
With powder d Wigs and dancing Shoes, 
Were good for nothing ( mend bis Soul) 
But prate, and talk, and play the Fool. 

He ſaid tat Wealth gave Joy and Mirth 

And that to be the deareſt Wife, 

Of one wwho labour'd all his Life, 

To make a Mine of Gol his own, 

And not [end Six-pence when he'd done, 
Was Heaven upon Earth. 
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When theſe two Blades had done, dye fee, 
The Feather ( as it might be me) 
Steps out, Sir, from behind the Shreen, 
With ſuch an Air, and ſuch a Mien, 
Look you, old Gentleman, in ſbort, 
He quickiy ſpoil'd the Stateſman's Sport. 
It proud ſuch Sun-ſbine Weather, 
That you muſt know, at the firſt Beck. 
The Lady leapt about bis Neck, 


And off they went together. 
To Aſop.] There's a Tale for your Tale, old Dad, 
and ſfo—— Serwiteur. [Exennt. 


PROLOGUE 


PROLOGUE. 


Allants, wwe never yet produc'd a Play 
With greater Fears than this wwe ad te day; 
Barren of ail the Graces of the Stage, 
Barren of all that entertains this Age. 
No Hero, no Romance, n# Plot, no Show, 
No Rape, no Bawdy, no Intrigue, no Beau : 


There's nothing in t with which we uſe to pleaſe 3e; 


With downright dull In ſtructian ware to teaſe ye : 
The Stage turns Pulpit, and the World': ſo ficke, 
The Play-Houſe in a Whim turns Conventicle. 

But Preaching here muſt prove a hungry Trade, 
The Patentees will find ſo, Tn afraid: 

For tho with heavenly Zeal you all abound, 

As by your Lives and Morals may be found ; 

Tho every Female here derflows with Grace, 
And chafle Diana's written in ber Face; 

The Maid: renounce the Sweets of Formication, 
And one lewd Wife's not left in all the Nation; 
Te Men grow true, and the foul Fiend defy ; 

TB Tradeſmen cheat no more, nor Lawyers te ; 
To not one Spot be found on Levi's Tribe, 

Nor one ſoft Courtier that will touch a Bribe ; 
Yet in the midſt of ſuch religious Days, 

Sermons have never borne the Price of Plays. 
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